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HOK.  FlLVNCli   W.  MCKENB,  GOVEKXOI!  Ob'  SOUTH   CAEOLKA. 


GOVEKNOK  PICKENS,  OF  SOUTH 
CAROLINA. 

"We  publish  herewith  a  portrait  of  Governor 
Pickens,  the  newly-elected  Governor  of  the  State 
of  South  Carolina. 

Governor  Pickens  comes  of  good  revolutionary 
stock.  His  grandfather,  General  Pickens,  com- 
manded the  American  forces  at  the  Battle  of  the 
Cowpens.  His  father,  Colonel  Pickens,  held  a 
military  command  in  the  war  of  1812,  though  it 
is  uot  known  that  he  was  ever  engaged  in  active 
jerrice.  The  present  Governor,  Francis  W.  Pick- 
ins,  was  born  in  South  Carolina  about  fifty  years 


public 


ago,  and  has  been  some  twenty  ye 
life. 

He  took  an  active  part  in  the  nullification  move- 
ment in  1832,  and  was  one  of  the  most  ardent  cham- 
pions of  actual  resistance  by  arms.  In  1835  he  was 
sent  to  Congress,  where  he  represented  one  of  the 
South  Carolina  districts  for  ten  years.  He  was 
offered  the  mission  to  England  by  President  Polk, 
and  the  mission  to  France  by  President  Tyler:  he 
declined  these,  but  accepted  from  President  Bu- 
chanan the  mission  to  Russia,  which  he  filled  until 
recently.  On  his  return  home  he  was  elected,  as 
the  world  knows,  first  Governor  of  the  independent 
State  of  South  Carolina. 


HON.  JUDGE  IMG-RATH,  SECRETARY   OF  STATE   OF   tOl'TU   CAROLINA 


"During  the  nullification  time?,  the  remark  was  made 
that  the  occasion  wa3  one  that  might  excite  fears  and  ap- 
prehension, when  Colonel  Pickens  is  alleged  to  have  re- 
plied as  follows : 

"'Fear!  fear!  Mr,  President,  I  was  born  insensible  to 
fear!' 

"His  servant  man,  Tom,  an  old  negro  about  sixty-five 
years  of  age,  stands  in  the  relation  to  him  of  a  confidant 
and  a  friend  more  than  that  of  a  slave.  "When  Colonel 
Pickens  received  his  appointment  to  Rn^ia  he  said  to  lus 
faithful  old  servant : 

■     "'Now,  Tom,  I  have  been  appointed  as  Minister  to 
Russia.    It  is  a  very  cold,  a  very  bad  climate  for  you. 


On  my  way  there  I'll  hav.j  tu  y ■■■■  tlivoiigli  the  St-iU-  of 
New  York,  and  also  through  England,  where  you'll  be  a 
free  man,  and  if  you  have  a  desire  to  leave  me  you  will 
have  an  opportunity  to  do  so.  If  you  would  rather  go  to 
Russia,  Tom,  you  can  go;  but  it  appears  to  me  you  would 
enjoy  yourself  better  if  you  stay  at  home.  But  you  can 
do  as  you  please.* 

" '  Master  Colonel  Pickens,'  said  the  faithful  old  fellow — 
*  Master  Colonel  Pickens,  your  father  and  my  old  master 
died  in  my  arms  on  the  banks  of  the  Mississippi ;  I  took 
from  his  pocket  thirteen  hundred  dollars  in  money  and 
his  gold  wateh,  and  I  let  nobody  know  it,  and  I  came  on 
foot  through  the  woods  and  brought  it  safely  to  you  in 
Carolina— you  know,  master;  and  if  you  die  in  Russia, 
you  shall  die  in  my  arms,  like  your  father." 

"  So  Tom  went  to  St.  Petersburg,  and  he  was  the  head 
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numb,  doo-on  «I1  mtoooasl"".  •"*eS*^?I£j 
Pickem  <r.<  »bo«t  le«Ttag  St  PetOTbWB  *■"  ■■ 


old  nrrut.  'Tom,  I  «m  gotag  »»""e»  Octmh*  »»d  I 
™f«  Sd  .  «£rto  -HIS  vcV  import""  <^*>>«  " 
our  Minister,  Mr.  DaBw,  in  t"1^^"     * 
nuke  yon ' 
Dallas. 


-,  Tom,  I  ehall 
uTnaU  go  with  my  dispatches  to  Mr. 

^Tom  accepted  the  mis**  «*  ™  *»  ""  *"*  J"**'* 
rhco  we  »y  that  he  discharged  his  doty  with  promptness, 
correctness,  and  fidelity 


JUDGE  aiAGEATH. 
Ws  publish  on  page  33,  from  a  photograph  sent 
us  from  Charleston,  Sooth  Carolina,  a  portrait  of 
Jud"e  Magratb,  late  Judge  of  the  United  States 
District  Court  at  Charleston.  Judge  Magrath  is 
a  lawyer  of  high  standing  at  the  South  Carolina 
bar,  and  enjoys  the  respect  of  the  public.  He  has 
hitherto  taken  no  leading  part  in  politics  outside 
of  bis  State ;  but  in  the  Convention  he  was  reck- 
oned one  of  the  strongest  men,  and  is  now  one  of 
the  Executive  Council  of  the  new  nation  of  South 
Carolina.  The  first  act  which  directed  public  at- 
tention to  him  was  hi3  resignation  of  his  office  on 
7th  November  last.  On  that  day,  when  the  Grand 
Jury  reported  that  there  was  no  more  business  be- 
fore them,  Judge  Magrath  said: 

"The  boaineaa  of  the  term  has  been  disposed  of.  And 
under  ordinary  circumstances,  it  would  be  my  duty  to  dis- 
miss you  to  your  several  avocations,  with  my  thanks  for 
your  presence  and  aid.  But  now  I  have  something  more 
to  do ;  the  omission  of  which  would  not  be  consistent  with 
propriety.  In  the  political  history  of  the  United  States  an 
event  has  happened  of  ominous  import  to  fifteen  slave- 
holding  State*.  The  State  of  which  we  are  citizens  has 
been  always  understood  to  have  deliberately  fixed  ito  pur- 
pose, whenever  that  event  should  liappen.  Feeling  an  as- 
surance of  what  will  be  the  action  of  the  State,  I  consider 
It  my  duty,  without  delny,  to  prepare  to  obey  its  wishes. 
That  preparation  is  made  by  the  resignation  of  the  office  I 
have  held.  For  the  last  time  I  have,  as  a  Judge  of  the 
United  States,  administered  the  laws  of  the  United  States 
within  the  limits  of  the  State  of  South  Carolina.  While 
thti3  acting  in  obedience  to  a  sense  of  duty,  I  can  not  be 
indifferent  to  the  emotions  it  must  produce.  That  depart- 
ment of  government  which.  I  believe,  has  best  maintained 
iti  integrity  and  preserved  its  purity,  has  been  tnispendcd. 
So  far  as  I  am  concerned,  the  Temple  of  Justice,  raised 
under  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States,  is  now  closed. 
If  it  shall  be  never  ag^in  opened,  I  thank  God  tliat  its 
doors  bave  been  closed  before  its  altar  lias  been  desecrated 
with  sacrifices  to  tyranny.  May  1  not  say  to  you  that  in 
the  future  which  we  are  about  to  penetrate,  next  to  the 
reliance  we  should  place  in  the  goodness  of  that  God,  who 
will  guide  us  in  the  right  way,  should  be  our  confidence 
in  our  State,  and  our  obedience  to  its  laws.  We  are  about 
to  surer  our  relations  with  others,  because  they  have  broken 
their  covenant  with  us.  Let  us  not  break  the  covenant 
we  Iiave  made  with  each  other.  Let  us  not  forget  that 
what  the  laws  of  our  State  require  becomes  our  dutiea. 
And  that  he  who  acts  against  the  wish  or  without  the  com- 
mand of  his  State  usurps  that  sovereign  authority  which 
we  must  maintain  inviolate.  To  you,  gentlemen  of  the 
jury,  I  may  speak  as  the  representative  of  the  juries  with 
whom  I  have  been  connected:  and  to  you  1  now  give  ex- 
pression to  that  conviction  I  bave  always  had,  of  the  fidel- 
ity with  which  the  responsible  duties  of  jurors  have  been 
here  discharged.  To  my  brethren  of  the  bar,  whose  uni- 
form courtesy  and  aid  bave  made  my  official  intercourse 
and  duties  the  sources  of  pleasure  and  instruction,  I  tender 
the  assurances  of  my  kind  and  grateful  recollection.  To 
the  officers  of  this  court,  with  whom  I  have  been  so  long 
and  pleasantly  connected ,  to  the  Attorney  of  the  United 
States  for  this  State,  whose  ability  and  fidelity  in  the  dis- 
charge of  his  duties  merit  the  highest  commendation ;  to 
the  Marshal  whose  zeal  has  ever  kept  pace  with  the  obliga- 
tions of  his  office ;  to  the  Clerk,  whose  experience  has  ever 
been  generously  exercised  in  the  business  of  the  Court ;  to 
all  other  officers,  who  have  invariably  been  exact  in  all 
they  were  required  to  do ;  with  all  of  whom  my  official  re- 
lations bave  been  productive  of  the  highest  gratification ; 
I  now  tender,  as  the  last  official  act  which  I  shall  here  dis- 
charge, my  kindest  wishes  for  their  happiness  and  pros- 
perity." 

At  the  conclusion  of  these  remarks  his  Honor 
laid  aiide  his  gown  and  retired. 


i  of  the  next  few  week3.  The 
t  be  denied,  is  very  handsome; 
rear  it  are  gallant  and  brave. 
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REV.  DR.  BACHMAN,  OF  SOUTH 
,   CAROLINA. 

We  publish  on  page  33  the  portrait  of  the  Rev. 
Dr.  Bachman,  of  South  Carolina,  the  minister  who 
was  selected  by  the  Secession  Convention  to  ask  a 
prayer  on  the  ratification  of  the  Ordinance  of  Se- 
cession. Dr.  Bachman  is  distinguished  as  a  natu- 
ralist, but  has  made  himself  more  conspicuous,  lat- 
terly, by  his  strong  political  leanings  to  the  side  of 
disunion.  The  Charleston  Mercury  thus  describes 
the  scene  which  attended  the  signing  of  the  Ordi- 
nance of  Secession : 

•'The  scene  was  one  profoundly  grand  and  impressive. 
There  were  a  people  assembled  through  their  higiiest  rep- 
resentatives—men most  of  them  upon  whose  heads  the 
■now  of  sixty  winters  had  been  shed — patriarchs  in  a"e— 
the  dignitaries  of  the  land—the  High  Priests  of  the  Church 
of  Christ — reverend  statesmen— and  the  wise  judges  of  the 
law.  In  the  midst  of  deep  silence  an  eld  man,  with  bowed 
fcroi  and  hair  as  white  as  snow,  the  Eev.  Dr.  Bachman, 
advanced  forward,  with  upraised  hands,  in  prayer  to  Al- 
mighty God,  for  Uia  blessing  and  favor  in  this  great  act 
of  his  people  about  to  be  consummated.  The  whole  as- 
sembly at  once  rose  to  its  feet,  and,  with  hats  off,  listened 
to  the  touching  and  eloquent  appeal  to  the  All- Wise  Dis- 
penser of  events. 

' l  At  the  close  of  the  prayer  the  President  advanced  with 
the  consecrated  parchment  upon  which  was  inscribed  the 
decision  of  the  State,  with  thegreat  seal  attached.  Slowly 
-and  so  ernnly  it  was  read  nnto  the  last  word-'oissolved;' 
When  men  could  contain  themselves  no  longer,  and  a  shout 
that  shook  the  very  building,  reverberatinglongcontinued, 
rose  to  heaven,  and  ceased  only  with  the  loss  of  breath. 


CHARLESTON  ZOUAVES. 
«  given  picturta  of  Ae  Chica      . 
«hoK  admirable  discipline  : 
object  of  general  envy  among  our  military  folks. 
Ue  now  pubh.h  on  the  preceding  page  a  pic.tirc 
of  the  Charleston  Soma,  a  corps  less  generally 
known,  but  one  which  may  become  pretty  conspie- 


THE  TRADE  AND  PROSPECTS 
OF  NEW  YORK  CITY. 

THE  exports  of  produce,  goods,  and  mer- 
chandise from  the  port  of  New  York  during 
the  year  1860  were  valued  at  the  Custom-house 
at  the  sum  of  ©103,492,280,  about  thirty  per 
cent,  more  than  the  heaviest  previous  export 
on  record.  Adding  specie  to  produce,  goods, 
and  merchandise,  New  York  exported  in  1860 
3145,683,451,  against  $137,696,187  in  1859, 
$85,639,643  in  1858,  and  $117,724,329  in  1857. 
The  peculiarity  of  the  commercial  movement 
of  1860  was  that  our  specie  export  was  compar- 
atively small,  while  our  aggregate  exports  were 
notwithstanding  largely  in  excess  of  previous 
years. 

To  explain  this  more  fully:  the  Atlantic 
States  receive  from  California  some  forty  mill- 
ions of  gold  annually.  The  amount  is  uncer- 
tain, because  a  portion  of  the  gold  which  comes 
here  is  not  manifested.  Taking  an  average  of 
five  years,  we  export  the  whole  of  this  gold  to 
Great  Britain  and  Prance.  In  1858,  the  year 
after  the  panic,  when  the  importations  were 
light,  exchange  ruled  low,  and  we  only  ex- 
ported $26,001,431  in  specie.  This  was  less 
than  we  received,  and  left  a  balance  in  the 
country.  But  the  year  following  (the  imports 
being  heavy)  we  exported  $69,715,866  in  specie 
— nearly  seventy-five  per  cent,  more  than  we 
received.  Last  year  we  exported  $42,191,171 
— say  about  as  much  as  we  received  from  Cal- 
ifornia, Pike's  Peak,  and  the  Southern  gold 
mines.  But  as  during  the  year  1860  we  im- 
ported $8,832,330  in  specie  from  Europe  and 
elsewhere,  it  results  that  the  close  of  the  year 
leaves  the  United  States  nearly  nine  millions 
richer  m  specie  than  they  were  at  New  Year, 
1860. 

During  the  same  year,  1860,  New  York  re- 
ceived $238,260, 460  in  foreign  goods — not  quite 
as  much  as  it  received  in  1859,  but  considerably 
more  than  any  other  year.  It  is  probably  safe 
to  say  that,  in  1860,  New  York  received  three- 
fourths  of  the  exports  of  the  United  States,  and' 
exported  one-third  of  their  exports. 

Recent  political  developments  have  directed 
attention  to  the  commerce  of  this  port,  and 
alarm  has  been  created  by  threats  of  raising  tip 
commercial  rivals  to  New  York.  It  does,  not 
appear  that  this  alarm  rests  on  a  substantial 
basts.  Before  the  Revolution  Charleston  im- 
ported more  foreign  goods  than  any  Northern 
city.  After  the  Revolution,  and  previous  to 
1800,  Philadelphia  was  the  principal  emporium 
of  foreign  goods  on  this  sea-board.  New  York 
has  now  superseded  both.  It  has  done  so  with- 
out the  least  favors  from  Government,  but  sim- 
ply by  the  force  of  geographical  influence  and 
the  energy  of  its  people.  Philadelphia  urges 
that*  the  availability  of  New  York  harbor  in 
winter  is  the  cause  of  our  supremacy.  But 
Charleston  harbor  is  freer  of  ice  than  ours. 
Charleston  says  that  the  depth  of  water  over 
the  bar  at  Sandy  Hook  explains  the  mystery. 
But  Portland  has  no  bar,  and  vessels  of  very 
heavy  draught  can  enter  at  Philadelphia.  The 
simple  fact  is  that  a  variety  of  concurrent  cir- 
cumstances— an  excellent  harbor,  a  central  po- 
sition, an  energetic  commercial  community,  an 
unequaled  system  of  internal  communications, 
a  liberal  commercial  code,  and  a  uniformly 
healthy  climate — have  combined  to  render  this 
city  the  metropolis  of  commercial  America. 
Our  taxes  are  heavier  than  those  of  any  other 
city  on  the  continent ;  our  Municipal  Govern- 
ment indisputably  worse  than  any.  Last  year 
we  raised  $11,000,000  for  Municipal  purposes ; 
in  a  year  or  two  the  Common  Council  will  de- 
mand $15,000,000  of  us.  Yet  we  thrive  not- 
withstanding, and  two-thirds  of  the  business  of 
the  country  are  done  here. 

Those  who  fear  that  the  sceptre  is  passing 
away  from  New  York  will  do  well  to  bear  these 
facts  in  mind.  It  is  very  easy  to  open  a  port, 
and  to  expect  a  great  trade,  but  it  is  very  hard 
to  create  a  rival  to  New  York.  This  city  is  the 
product  of  a  variety  of  concurring  influences, 
such  as  may  never  be  united  again  on  this  con- 
tinent. Until  equally  powerful  influences  are 
combined  in  favor  of  some  other  sea-port,  New 
York  will  maintain  its  supremacy  undisputed. 


way  than  there  are  in  all  the  rest  of  the  Union  ; 
and,  if  New  York  and  Pennsylvania  be  omitted 
from  the  comparison,  we  will  venture  to  say 
that  they  have  more  cities,  better  hotels,  Bchool- 
houses,  and  churches,  than  all  the  rest  of  the 
country  together.  The  men  still  live  who  re- 
member to  have  walked  over  the  bare  prairie 
where  Chicago  now  rears  her  splendid  face. 
unless  present  appearances  are  very  deceptive 
indeed,  many  of  us  who  read  these  lines  will 
live  to  see  Chicago  the  most  populous  city  on 
the  continent. 

For  eight  millions  of  working  people  are  a 
mighty  fact.  Much  has  been  said  and  written 
about  the  delinquency  of  the  West  in  the  mat- 
ter of  debts.  No  doubt  Wisconsin  has  some- 
thing to  answer  for  in  the  way  of  stay-laws  and 
repudiated  mortgages  :  some  other  States,  too, 
will  need,  by-and-by,  to  clear  their  record  of 
certain  Jaws  and  legal  proceedings  of  the  hard 
times.  But  it  must  be  remembered  that  the 
West  relies  solely  for  subsistence  on  its  crops, 
and  that  they  really  had  not  a  good  crop  there 
between  1856  and  1860.  Two  good  crops  in 
the  West  enable  a  man  to  pay  for  his  land. 
Two  bad  crops  make  him  a  bankrupt.  The 
creditors  of  the  West  will  get  good  news  from 
there  this  spring. 

Eight  millions  of  free,  intelligent,  reading 
people  are  a  fact  which  overrides  a  legion  of 
minor  draw  backs  and  temporary  checks. 


THE  GROWTH  OF  THE  WEST. 

Tire  returns  of  the  census  of  1860  which  have 
been  made  public  reveal  a  growth  of  population 
in  our  Western  States  that  is  unexampled  in 
history.  In  ten  years  six  States— to  wit,  Ohio, 
Indiana,  Illinois,  Michigan,  Iowa,  and  Wiscon- 
sin— have  increased  from  less  than  four  millions 
to  nearly  eight.  They  have,  besides  this,  peo- 
pled Minnesota,  an  entirely  new  State,  and 
thrown  a  few  hundred  thousand  people  into  the 
Pike's  Peak  Region,  Washington  Territory,  and 
Oregon.     They  have  built  more  miles  of  rail- 


THE  SOUTHERN  FOKTS. 
Evert  thing  relating  to  the  United  States 
property  in  the  Southern  States  is  now  of  in- 
terest, and  we  are  glad  to  be  able  to  subjoin 
the  following  accurate  list  of  the  United  States 
Forts  in  those  States.  The  list  begins  with  the 
forts  in  Louisiana,  and  follows  the  coast  line  to 
Maryland : 


and  three  miles  distant. 

{These  two  works  de£ad  the  entrance  to  Mobile  Bay— 
of  which  Fort  Morgan  is  finished,  is  immediately  adjacent 
the  ship  channel,  and  far  the  most  important.  Thia"  has 
been  taken  possession  of  by  Alabama  troops.) 

FORT  1JICKES3, 
Santa  Rosa  Island,  entrance  to  Feneacola  harbor.     One 
of  the  largest  works  on  the  Gul£    Finished. 


distant.    A  powerful  casemated  t 

FOET  BARRANCAS. 
;  Navy  Yard,  Penaacola,  nnd  facing  the  entrance 
r  the  Xavy  Yard  from 


FORT  JEFFERSOX, 
a  very  important  work— not  quite  finished— intended  to 
protect  the  saperb  anchorage  of  the  Tortugas,  as  a  naval 
depot  and  station  for  guarding  the  immense  commerce 
the  channel  of  the  Gulf  Stream,  and  for 


f  Key  West ;  and  (with  Fort  Jefferson)  pro- 


Coctapur  Island,  a  few  miles  below  Savannah,  protects  the 
entrance  to  the  river  and  the  approach  to  Savannah.  An 
important  work — now  taken  possession  of  by  Georgia 
troops. 

FORT  HOULTRIE  AND  FORT  SCMTER 
protect  the  entrance  to  Cliarleston  harbor.    The  former  is' 

on  Sullivan  Island,  about  3  miles  below  the  city an  old 

work  repaired.  The  latter  is  a  new  and  powerful  work,  1 
mile  distant  from  Fort  Moultrie,  and  I  mile  from  the  near- 
est  land. 

CASTLE  PESCKXEY, 
a  small  work  on  the  approach  to,  and  near  the  city  of 
Charleston.    This  (as  well  as  Fort  Moultrie)  is  now  held 
by  South  Carolina  troops.    Major  Anderson  holds  Fort 
Sumter. 

FORT  MONROE  AND  FORT  CALnOtrif, 
entrance  to  Hampton  Roads,  protect  these  Roads  and  the 
approach  to  Norfolk,  James  River,  etc.    The  former  k  the 
largest  work  in  the  United  States.    The  latter  is  but  re- 
cently commenced,  and  not  in  available  condition. 

FORT  M'HE 

an  old  j 


i  progress  of  construction. 


through  our  houses — so  that  while  it  may  be  the 
fiercest  January  outside  it  is  the  finest  June  within— 
can  not  regret  very  deeoly  tbe  great  bams  of  hall? 
and  the  little  barns  of  passages,  and  the  freezing 
on  one  side  and  roasting  on  the  other  before  the 
great  open  fire  in  the  parlor.  There  were  good 
old-fashioned  fires,  wood  fires,  but  we  have  come 
round  to  tbem  again,  and  a  hundred-fold  more  com- 
fortable than  they  were.  The  days  of  anthracite 
coal  grates,  the  dark  and  dreary  days  of  the  thin, 
black,  air-tight  stove,  are  gone,  and  we  have  the 
low  open  ranges  of  soft  coal,  Cannel  best  of  all, 
which  crackles  and  sparkles  and  flames,  and  re- 
stores the  beauty  of  the  old  fire,  with  a  comfort  it 
never  knew. 

Then  you  have  not  forgotten  the  good  old-fash- 
ioned times  of  stone-cold  chambers  ?  Leigh  Hunt, 
in  the  Indicator,  has  a  most  judicious  paper  upon 
early  rising,  under  the  good  old-fashioned  circum- 
stances. How  one  did  dally  with  bed !  How 
cruel  the  air  which  caught  your  breath  and  waved 
it  visibly  and  defiantly  in  your  face,  by  way  of  im- 
pressing you  with  the  terrible  fact  of  cold!  How 
doubly  warm  and  comfortable  your  position,  as 
you  lay  close  upon  your  back,  hating  to  stir !  The 
very  demon  of  cold  seemed  waiting  for  you.  He 
had  sheeted  the  window  with  frost.  Even  the  sun- 
beams came  chilled  and  white  through  that  imper- 
tinent crust.  And  oh !  in  the  pitcher  and  the  pail, 
you  could  not  see  but  you  knew.  It  was  ice,  un- 
mitigated ice. 

Do  you  think  these  good  old-fashioned  conditions 
of  getting  up  were  'avorable  to  good  health  and 
good  habits?  Do  you  think  that  the  homo  stand- 
ing blue  and  numb  was  likely  to  do  justice  to  his 
ablutions,  for  instance?  And  was  he  not  sure  to 
cut  his  chin  in  shaving?  It  is  all  very  fine  to 
sleep  with  your  window  oren  or  your  bead  out  of 
the  window,  but  dressing  is  another  matter.  Why 
should  you  select  an  hour  or  two  in  the  morning  to 
expose  your  body  to  a  pinching  extreme  of  tem- 
perature ?  If  you  afterward  dressed  in  muslin  and 
sauntered  out  in  the  snow,  a  la  bonne  heart!  But 
you  do  nothing  of  the  kind;  furs,  mufflers,  woolens, 
are  your  only  wear.  No,  no.  Habits  of  general 
cleanliness,  the  universal  morning  bath,  came  in 
with  the  new-fashioned  times,  when  they  don't  use 
ice  for  soap. 

The  world  would  have  been  in  a  bad  wav  if  it 
had  listened  more  credulously  to  this  incessant 
siren  song  of  the  good  old-fashioned  times.  The 
Old-fashion  was  new-fashion  once,  and  if  it  is  a 
poor  thing  to  be  a  new  thing,  then  those  times  are 
already  self-condemned.  Do  you  suppose  Harry, 
who  was  betrothed  under  the  clear  moon  last  night 
to  Lucy,  believes  that  the  good  old-fashioned  times 
of  old  lovers  were  so  splendid  as  the  new  times  of 
new  lovers?  Will  you  renounce  your  Erard  for 
the  good  old-fashioned  harpsichord?  or  your  or- 
chestra of  tbe  Philharmonic  for  the  limited  bands 
for  which  Mozart  wrote?  Will  you  exchange  vour 
space- annihilating  and  comfortable  car,  which 
laughs  the  winter  to  scorn  as  it  turns  the  snow 
from  its  track,  for  the  good  old-fasbioned  covered 
sleigh  in  which  you  creaked  and  strained  and  froze, 
accomplishing  forty  miles  a  day,  or  wrecked  in  a 
snow-drift? 

Tbe  good  old-fashioned  sunshine  we  have  as  our 
fathers  had.  The  good  old-fashioned  beauty  of  all 
the  world  is  ours  unimpaired.  The  good  old-fash- 
ioned traits  of  character  that  make  them  honored 
and  revered  did  not  die  with  them.  They  were 
no  more  honest,  generous,  religious  people  than 
we  are.  The  world  is  not  set  back.  Let  who  will 
begin  his  New  Year  with  a  groan,  the  good,  new- 
fashioned  times  shall  be  tbe  best  times  of  all. 


OLD  FASHIONED. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  good  old-fashioned  snow- 
storm ?  Did  you  ever  know  a  satisfactory  fall  of 
snow  any  where  that  somebody  was  not  sure  to  call 
it  a  good  old-fashioned  snow-storm?  If  people 
want  you  to  be  very  sure  of  enjoying  yourself,  and 
wish  to  give  an  irresistible  point  to  their  invitation, 
have  you  observed  that  they  infallibly  promise  you 
a  good  old-fashioned  time  ?  And  the  orators  who 
mourn  every  thing  that  exists  will  not  end  without 
an  eloquent  invocation  of  the  good  old-fashioned 

And  yet  in  our  secret  souls,  we  lucky  fellows, 
who  have  water  hot  and  'old  all  over  the  house, 
can  not  have  a  very  profound  admiration  for  the 
good  old-fashioned  inconveniences  of  a  pump  in  the 
kitchen  or  a  well  in  the  yard,  as  the  sole  resources 
and  supply.  We  who,  by  a  dexterous  twist  of  the 
valve  in  the  air-box,  shed  a  soft  summer  heat 


A  SHORT  SPEECH  UPON  SPEECHES. 

At  last  the  Egyptian  collection  of  Dr.  Abbott 
is  established  in  its  permanent  position  at  the  His, 
torical  Society's  rooms.  It  belonged  to  us,  and 
we  have  it;  but  the  feeling  of  satisfaction  is  al- 
loyed a  little  by  the  thought  that  the  collector  cat 
not  share  in  the  pleasure.  His  portrait,  however 
is  to  be  hung  in  the  rooms,  and  so  his  visible  mem 
ory  be  perpetuated.  There  was  a  pleasant  meet 
ing  to  commemorate  the  final  lodgment  the  otha) 
evening.  There  was  plenty  of  good  talking,  o» 
Egyptian  reminiscence  and  &  iiolarship,  and  son* 
speech-making.  Doubtless,  when  we  are  heron 
enough  to  dispense  with  the  speeches,  we  may 
have  reunions  as  agreeable  as  the  soirees  of  th« 
Royal  Society  at  the  Marquis  of  Northampton's  * 
few  years  since. 

But  we  must  exorcise  the  demon  of  speech-mal 
ing  before  we  can  hope  for  millennial  meeting* 
many  of  the  pleasantest  and  most  famoM 


people  in  the  country  who  will  not  go  to  meeting* 
because  they  may  be  obliged  to  speak;  and  it  is 
not  left  to  your  discretion.  If  you  are  noted  far 
any  thing  you  must  make  a  speech.  Now  you 
may  be  the  most  charming  novelist,  or  essayist^  ot 
poet,  or  painter,  or  inventor,  or  general,  or  me. 
chanic,  but  it  does  not  follow  that  you  can  turn 
an  oratorical  period.  And  then,  unhappily,  per 
contra,  you  may  reel  off  the  most  fluent  and  felici- 
tous harangue,  and  yet  not  be  so  very  great  a  man 
after  all.  Washington  Irving  would  not  go  to 
public  meetings  of  any  kind  except  upon  the  ex. 
press  understanding,  not  only  that  he  was  not  to 
speak,  but  that  he  was  not  to  be  called  upon,  and 
so  have  to  speak  in  declining.  Thackerav,  at  a 
dinner  in  Liverpool,  when  be  rose  to  speak,  was 
suddenly  deserted  by  the  muse  of  eloquence,  aud 
after  saying,  good-humoredly,  "  Really  I  thought 
I  had  something  to  say,  but  I  find  I  haven't,"  sat 
down.  In  general  that  remark  should  be  put  in 
the  form  of  statement  and  rejoinder — 

Orator.  "  Really  I  thought  I  had  something 
to  say." 

Audikxcb.  li  Yea,  but  we  ?ec  that  yon  havm't." 
The  secret  of  the  real  enjoyment  of  club  meet- 
ings and  R'.ei.il  dinners  is,  that  nol  orty  can  spring 
the  trip  of  a  speech  upon  yon.  May  iin  humble 
inquirer  reverentially  sak  why  the  Historical  So- 
ciety  can't  have  meetings  without  fpeeches — not 
the  papers  which  are  read,  but  tbe 
harangues? 
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IIUMOB  AND  HEROISM. 
Whex  Thackeray  was  first  in  this  country  he 
wrote  a  lecture,  at  the  invitation  of  a  charitable 
society,  upon  Charity  and  Humor.  It  was  a 
charming,  simple,  and  touching  performance,  and 
is  included  in  the  volume  of  lectures  upon  the  En- 
glish humorists. 

But  there  is  another  text  of  the  same  kind  from 
which  the  sermon  has  not  yet  been  preached,  and 
that  is,  heroism  and  humor.  The  illustrations  in 
recent  history  should  be  Charles  Lamb  aud  Thomas 
Hood  —  faithful  soldiers  both,  and  true  heroes. 
Tommy  Moore,  whose  power  of  perceiving  human 
character  was  not  so  remarkable  as  his  .-kill  in  writ- 
ing sentimental  songs,  thought  Charles  Lamb  a 
poor  punster,  a  kind  of  parlor  clown.  But  when 
the  "Final  Memorials" appeared,  and Talfoard rev- 
erently lifted  the  veil  from  the  holv  ravstery  of  his 
life,  the  glory  of  Nelson  and  of  Wellington  did  not 
seem  greater.  In  fact,  the  test  of  heroism  is,  that 
it  is  purely  private.  Even  small  men  can  b-have 
like  heroes,  if  they  know  that  the  world  is  looking 
at  them  and  admiring. 

The  Memorials  of  Thomas  Hood,  recently  pub- 
lished by  his  son  and  daughter,  curiously  enough 
tell  very  little  about  his  life,  butagreatdealabout 
his,death.  A  few  letters  describing  the  discom- 
forts of  life  upon  the  Rhine,  but  confused  and  un- 
satisfactory, give  a  very  inadetjuate  idea  of  the 
man  or  the  life  he  led.  Of  course,  there  was  not  a 
great  deal  of  event  or  variety  in  his  life ;  but 
neither  was  there  in  Lamb's;  and  the  difference 
of  the  impression  in  the  story  of  the  two  is  very 
striking.  We  have  no  account  whatever  of  the 
circumstances  of  the  writing  and  printing  of  the 
"  Bridge  of  Sighs ;"  yet  such  things  are  the  events 
in  the  life  of  a  literary  man. 

But  every  thing  is  forgiven  for  the  sake  of  the 
picture  of  the  calm  and  heroic  end  of  the  poet,  who 
*eeins  always  to  have  been  content  to  consider  him- 
telf  a  punster.  He  died  slowly,  visibly,  conscious- 
ly,  day  by  day.  He  took  leave  of  his  friends— 
still  in  the  prime  of  his  manhood  and  of  his  power, 
looking  death  sweetly  in  the  face,  and  conquering 
the  conqoeror.  The  gayety  of  his  spirit  was  not 
quenched.  It  was  cheerful,  manly,  hearty,  to  the 
last.  The  tender  humanity  of  his  genius  was  more 
universal  as  the  clear  light  of  death  showed  life 
more  truly.  Two  months  before  he  died,  as  lie  lav- 
expectant  in  his  house,  he  wrote  to  thank  Sir 
Kobert  Peel  for  the  pension  granted  to  bis  wife, 
and  to  say  that  they  should  not  meet  in  the  flesh. 
It  was  bis  last  letter. 

"Thank  God  my  mind  is  composed  and  my 
reason  undisturbed ;  but  my  race  as  anr  author  is 
run.  My  physical  debility  finds  no  tonic  virtue 
in  a  steel  pen,  otherwise  I  would  have  written  one 
more  paper — a  forewarning  one— against  an  evil, 
or  the  danger  of  it,  arising  from  a  literary  move- 
ment in  which  I  have  had  some  share — a  one-sided 
humanity,  opposite  to  that  catholic  Shakespearian  *| 
sympathy,  which  felt  with  King  as  well  as  Peas- 
ant, and  duly  estimated  the  mortal  temptations  of 
both  stations.  Certain  classes  at  the  poles  of  so- 
ciety are  already  too  far  asunder :  it  should  be  the 
duty  of  our  writers  to  draw  them  nearer  by  kindly 
attraction,  not  to  aggravate  the  existing  repulsion 
and  place  a  wider  moral  gulf  between  Rich  and 
Poor,  with  Hate  on  the  one  side  and  Fear  on  the 
other.  But  I  am  too  weak  for  this  task,  the  last  I 
had  set  myself;  it  is  death  that  stops  my  pen,  you 
see,  and  not  the  pension." 

They  are  the  last  words  of  a  "humorist;"  but 
how  they  transfigure  the  word : 


Park,  and  luck  go  with  you !  In  other  places  you 
go  to  the  nearest  pond,  or  river,  or  canal.  So  in 
Boston,  it  used  to  be  Jamaica  Pond  or  the  "  Back 
Bay'*— (the  front  bay  yet  remains  to  be  heard  of) ; 
but  the  tri-mountaineers  have  certainly  a  clever 
way  of  managing  matters — a  different  way,  at  least, 
as  they  had  in  France.  For  they  have  instituted 
skating  parks.    They  have  improvised  theatres  for 

For  instance :  in  Roxbury  a  little  stream  was 
dammed  in  a  hollow  of  bills  or  ridges,  with  a  bit 
of  wood  upon  one  rising  shore.  This  overflow 
makes  a  pond  of  an  average  depth  of  four  feet,  and 
covering  perhaps  two  acres  or  more.  This  is  care- 
fully inclosed  with  a  fence,  a  neat  shanty  is  erected 
for  the  skaters  to  put  on  the  skates  in  comfort, 
warmed  aud  furnished  with  seats,  and  serving  for 
the  office  of  the  Superintendent.  He  is  a  respons- 
ible man,  and  takes  care  of  every  thing.  The  ad- 
mission is  by  tickets— two  dollars  for  the  entire 
skating  sea-on.  At  night  the  park  is  lighted  either 
by  gas-burners  or  scores  of  lanterns  ;  and  all  day 
long  it  is  tilled  with  skaters  of  all  ages  and  both 
sexes.  In  the  morning  the  timid  and  the  tyros 
steal  carefully  along,  and  little  children  come  to 
learn  quite  unaccompanied  :  and  in  the  afternoon 
the  stream  of  grace  and  skill  comes  pouring  in,  and 
it  is  high  carnival. 

The  expense  of  such  a  park  is  considerate— not 
less,  probably,  than  two  thousand  dollars  for  the 
season.  It  is  overflowed  at  proper  times,  and  care- 
fully scraped  after  a  snow-storm,  so  that  it  may  be 
always  in  order.  Doubtless  we  shall  yet  see  new 
and  brilliant  developments  of  such  a  movement. 
Feasts  of  colored  lanterns — games  for  two  or  three 
hundred  players—what  not?  It  is  an  ice  Boston 
notion,  and  will  come  to  something. 

In  the  intervals  of  skating,  if  the  skaters  want 
to  laugh,  let  them  refresh  their  remembrance  of 
the  Christmas  doings  at  Dingley  Dell,  in  Pickwick. 


reproachful  and 


The  company  turned  upon 
scornful  eyes.     'J  be  soft 

helmed  with  mortification' 


1  began  to  explain  how  the  coachman  had  bronchi 
me  thither,  ttfen  the  sound  of  mv  voice  awoke  me 
I  was  suting  in  the  spacious  room  bv  the  kindfv 
fire ;  but  the  music,  the  murmuring  throne  the 
rustling  robes,  the  high  polite  societv,  were  only 
what  might  have  been.  ' 


HUMORS  OF  THE  DAY. 


boy  a  flogging,  waited  about  i 
the  rod.     But  dat  qui 


giving  i 
le  cuta  ol 
cried  the  victim  to  the  tor 


"Poor  comfort  still  for  honest  grief  to  cherish! 
Poor  bliss  which  memory  alone  supplies ! 
Thank  God!— our  good  affections  never  perish— 
Though  in  this  world  of  woe  the  good 


SEATING  PARKS. 
'  We  all  thought  of  the  Central  Park  as  a  sum- 
mer resort— a  retreat  in  July — a  country  made  easy 
for  the  city— a  place  in  which  every  citizen  should 
be  his  own  country  gentleman.  But,  as  we  agreed 
a  week  or  two  ago,  it  is  more  than  that.  It  is 
questionable  whether  it  is  not  visited  as  much,  and 
even  more  passionately,  in  the  winter  than  in  the 
summer.  For  we  stroll  about  in  shady  walks  with 
shady  minds :  but  who  does  not  skate  with  ardor  ? 
Six  years  ago  skating  was  an  amusement  pecu- 
liar to  school-boys  in  the  country;  it  is  now  an 
amusement  universal  and  of  every  age.     Do  yon 

remember,  Dr.  M ,  that  pond  near  New  Haven, 

bow  it  swarmed  and  glittered  «ith  the  gliding 
girls  and  youths  a  short  year  ago  ?  If  we  should 
pass  it  now,  I  do  not  doubt  it  would  show  us  the 
same  scene,  but  with  a  greater  crowd.     And  you 

have  not  forgotten,  M ,  the  beautiful  Jamaica 

Pond  near  Boston — that  shining  ball-room  floor, 
upon  which  the  lovely  and  the  graceful  turned  and 
swept  and  darted  in  myriad  bewildering  mazes,  in 
motion  that  made  its  own  music — over  which  the 
keen  bright  sky  arched  with  a  smile,  and  around 
which  the  pretty  villas  upon  the  shore  and  solemn, 
stately  evergreens  gathered  with  sympathy  and 
admiration?  Why  did  you  not  detain  the  Prince 
to  see  this  ball  alfresco?  Nimble  in  the  waltz 
and  a  good  rider,  might  lie  not  have  crowned  his 
glory  and  bis  conquests  by  chasing  you,  far-darting 

and  agile  M -,  upon  shining  steel,  through  the 

parting  and  emulous  throng? 

The  haul  nobUtsc  of  the  metropolis  are  a  little 
slower  to  give  themselves  to  the  new  and  exhilara- 
ting pursuit  than  those  of  other  cities  not  so  large. 
Boston,  for  instance  — and  the  Lounger  does  not 
mean  to  insinuate  in  the  remotest  manner  that  it  is 
a  city  "not  so  large"— Boston  goes  all  together. 
Not  some  girls,  but  all  the  girls,  skate,  or  go  to  the 
Rehearsals,  or  collect  photographs,  or  read  Charles 
Auchester,  or  dream  of  Booth,  or  ride  sitting  In  the 
saddle,  under  the  Polish  rigime.  They  are  unani- 
mous. You  take  the  street  car  on  a  amm 
afternoon,  aud  sylph  after  sylph  steps  in  with  her 
skates  hanging  to  her  arm.  To  her  cater  Gust  .tvua 
and  Rinaldino.  They  are  going  to  skate.  Young 
Boston,  of  either  sex,  will  amuse  itself  this  after- 
noon by  gyrations  upon  frozen  water.  Now  in  New 
York,  if  you  would  skate,  yon  go  to  the  Central 


OLD  HOUSES. 
Somehow  we  seem  resolved  in  this  country  that 
we  will  have  no  visible  relics  of  the  older  epochs  of 
our  history.  A  few  months  since  the  most  inter- 
esting building  in  the  city  of  New  York,  which  was 
also  only  the  third  upon  its  site  since  the  settlement 
of  the  island,  was  quietly  demolished  without  rais- 
ing the  least  dust  in  the  newspapers,  and  without 
emitting  so  much  as  a  dying  speech  and  confession 
to  let  the  passer-by  know  that  it  was  in  any  man- 
ner different  from  all  the  other  buildings  which  are 
guilty  of  being  more  than  twenty  years  old,  and 
therefore  justly  suffer  demolition. 

At  this  moment  how  few  buildings  of  historic 
interest  actually  survive  in  New  York !  Even  the 
few  that  remain  are  so  changed  that  the  association 
is  necessarily  gone.  The  old  Walton  House,  our 
venerable  neighbor,  of  whom  we  have  chatted  be- 
fore with  high  respect,  is  a  sailors'  boarding-house ; 
yet  it  is  not  externally  altered,  and  is  still  a  Mag- 
nifico  in  rags  and  poverty.  Washington's  head- 
quarters, at  the  corner  of  Battery  Place  and  Broad- 
way, is  entirely  changed.  It  is  not  the  house  in 
which  Washington  lived,  andupon  the  stepsof  which 
Aaron  Burr  and  then  John  Andre  were  loungers. 
The  old  tavern  at  the  corner  of  Broad  and  Pearl 
streets,  in  which  the  General,  "with  a  heart  full 
of  love  and  gratitude,"  drank  farewell  to  his  offi- 
cers, still  preserves  something  of  its  quaint  respect- 
ability of  aspect. 

But  when  you  saunter  up  the  busy  street,  where 
you  can  not  find  a  footing  upon  the  sidewalks,  they 
are  so  crowded  with  carts  and  barrels  and  bales, 
and  remember  the  quiet  Dutch  dwelling-houses  and 
broad  stoops  that  lined  the  street  a  hundred  and 
fifty  years  ago,  long  before  we  had  our  Government 
and  a  President,  you  suddenly  remember  that  the 
first  President  was  inaugurated  in  the  balcony  of 
the  old  City  Hall  that  fronted  the  head  of  Broad 
Street,  j-ou  see  in  imagination  the  august  figure  of 
the  chief,  the  chancellor,  the  famous  group,  and 
you  raise  your  eyes  to  see  the  very  spot  and  to  burn 
the  picture  into  your  memory  forever,  and  kindle 
your  patriotism  anew.  Alack!  alack!  what  is 
that  foolish  imitation  of  a  white  Greek  temple  that 
stares  at  you  with  new,  columnar  insolence? 

Buildings  of  historic  renown  are  the  most  im- 
pressive public  monuments.  They  are  parts  of 
what  they  commemorate.  They  are  the  contem- 
porary witnesses  present  with  us.  When  we  look 
at  them,  we  see  the  times  of  which  they  were  con- 
temporaries; touching  them,  we  touch  the  great 
men  who  moved  among  them. 

Now  and  then,  in  quiet  conn  try -places,  you  come 
upon  the  untouched  remains  of  the  old  magnificence, 
or,  it  may  be,  they  are  slightly  changed.  For  in- 
stance, I  lately  stopped  at  a  hotel  in  a  retired  town, 
which  outwardly  looked  like  a  private  mansion- 
house.  As  I  entered,  the  resemblance  was  not  dis- 
turbed. The  tofty  ceilings — theold-fashionedsweep 
of  the  staircase,  with  a  balustrade  of  white  painted 
posts  surmounted  fay  a  mahogany  railing — the  am- 
ple space  and  simplicity — all  indicated  a  private 
residence  of  wealth  and  respectability  now  declined 
to  pnblic  purposes.  I  followed  the  waiter  np  stairs 
to  my  room.  He  opened  a  large  square  cherry- 
wood  door  with  the  old-fashioned  knobs,  and  ush- 
ered me  into  a  lofty  and  spacious  apartment,  which 
would  have  held  half  a  dozen  of  the  sleeping  cells 
of  an  ordinary  "  first-class"  hotel.  A  bright  fire 
bnrned  upon  tfie  hearth,  the  window  curtains  were 
drawn,  the  sofa  and  easy  chairs  were  disposed  pleas- 
antly before  the  fire,  and  the  gas  was  turned  down 
over  the  table.  Another  square  heavy  door  opened 
into  the  bedroom,  in  which  I  saw  at  a  glance  the 
same  comfort  and  domestic  aspect. 

It  was  clear  that  the  house  was  some  handsome 
home  of  the  past  day  which  had  become  a  hotel. 
The  room  in  which  I  sat  was  evidently  almost  un- 
changed, I  felt  myself  an  intruder.  I  awaited 
the  coming  of  some  stately  host  to  freeze  me  with 
haughty  politeness  of  rebuke  As  the  night  deep- 
ened I  heard  the  faint  rustle  of  ghostly  robes,  I 
was  aware  of  the  uuseen  presence  of  the  gay  com- 
pany of  another  generation.  I  was  an  unbidden 
guest  at  the  feast.  I  arose  and  tried  to  steal  away. 
Bui  ih»  measured  music  of  the  minuet  paused. 


CONUNDRUMS. 
Why  is  a  chimney-sweep  who  dislikes  a  pot  of  beer  like  a 
starch-prodtiomg  vegetable  '-Became  he£a  pot-hatl-r 
ccllaSuS^O066  rtHemblea  a  bad  Freiichman?-A 

oasS' cat  u  Uke  a  large  abbey  ?~A  gP*y *■"*  («  s™<« 

Why  is  a  hatter  like  a  valuer  of  goods?— Because  he's  a 
f  /„«  appraitei). 

railway-engine  like  another  prepai 


:  he  gets  his  steam  aid  (/us  tea 


Why  is  a  stoker 
ing  breakfast? — E 
mad-)  by  hotwatei 

Can  you  name  the  greatest  corn-growers  in  Europe  and 
An.  nca?— 1  «-<;    light  boots.  "faauo. 

Why  should  an  undertaker  always  smoke?— Because 
hing-maker. 

Why  u  a  lawyer's  life  a  busy  one?-Because  it'a  a  life  of 
fees  (a  hfe  of  ease). 

In  trying  to  make  a  contract,  what  do  you  mean  bv  a. 
"sealed  tender?"— A  love-letter.  * 


Time  vermis  Limbs.—"  Coachman,"  eaid  a. 

of  the  moat  mountainous  rows  in  lhe  north  of  Enri-nT 
-'have  you  no  consideration  for  o»"-  >--<■   ---■   «™?^H 
"  What  are  your  lives  and  limbs  i 
"  I  am  behind  my  time  ]*• 


a  outside  p 


and   limb:*' 


er"  wa»  the  reply, 


Wo, 


•  tell  a  Lie  r 


i  barrel  of  bis 


S,      "\."*>'  *"*''  lie  say  a  thomand  i 

.ouepered  ,h. galS"™^' '  R?K1o:.»1'JB-"    °« 
said,  "Jan-t  "d  pale, 

Eying  iSr y°U Set y0ur  "**   DTe *»  S^SSSA 


Que* 

learnedgentleimin  asked  him  if  he 
not,"  answered 

difficulty 


fortune-telf- 


■■■■■. 


me  had  his  due  I  should  have 

ortune."— "Well,  fellow,"  ray*  Mr.  Garrow,  •• 
a  to  be  my  fortune?"— "  Why,  Sir,"  rejoined  the  witness, 
I  understand  you  made  your  first  sjKech  at  the  old  Bai- 
ey,  and  I  think  it  is  puaible  that  you  will  there  make 


A  Frenchman  thinks  the  English  language  is  very  tough 
'Dare  is  louh  out,"  he  say,,  "which  is  to  put  out  your 
head  and  see :  and  look  out,  which  is  to  liaulin  your  head 


41  First  boy  t 
Boy  hesitates. 
what  the  dark  ages 


u,'d." 


Next.     Master  J»i  _., 

' — "The  ages  before  gas  t 


Sergeant  Cockle,  ajrough,  blustering  fellow,  and  well 

irjitliui-n  ciR-.il,,  once  gut  from  a  witness 
mre  than  he  gave.  In  a  trial  of  a  right  ol  fishery,  he 
ked  the  witues,,  "Don't  you  love  firfi*"—  "A)  . 

,n  a  grin;  "but  I  dunna  like  Cockle  sauce 


A  Cuoice  of  a  Jcey.- 
a  considerable  interer 
cook  aboard  his  vessel^ 
against  the  laws  of  the  navy  of  such  a  nature" 

jeopardy.     The  cook  displayed  every  mark 
for  his  safety.     The  capuiin, 


i  sea-captain  who  had 
wiib  his  brother  officers  and  the 
be  tried  for  an  offense 
put  their 


the  chaste-  of  a  nJi&Z%J&  BS  SS 

SS  aJfeC  "'T''  "a  r-  ^«")  w  oo  rPt 

£."•  '£*!>  ■  Tba.lft 

very  first  e;Tr  -  '>■        '** 

£&SS  -sag 

fiS^r^7  beC°ai<a  a  eem  «  >oon  „  it  i, 
''r^Kecralty '  *  "*"**"  "th  *«*■««* 

gieSSy  S7e  «££  fS£.°f  ^  ^^  but  ^ 


The  Welsh  Pabson—A  friend  was  staying  with 
Welsh  parson,  and  heard  hbn  preach  io  the  afternoon 
jood  in  your  sermo 


By  Jove,"  said  he, 

I  didn't  think  you— ahem." 
''It  would  be  odd  if  there  • 
of  Bishop  Butler' 


of  fear  and  apprehem 

the  contrary,  sctmad  in  very  good  spirit.-',  and  eaidj  "  Cheer 
up,  man;  why  should  you  be  ca-t  down?  I  fear  nothing, 
and  why  should  yon?"— "Why,  faith,  your  hon 

—  courageous  an  you  are  if  we 


Home  To^ke  having  challenged  Wilkes,  who  was  then 
ebcriff,  recti.  -   --Sir,  I  do 

no:  think  it  my  business  io  cut  the  throm  of  every  di  me- 
rado  that  may  be  tired  of  his  life;  but  as  I  am  at  present 
the  sheriff  of  the  city  of  London,  it  may  hi  p 
ehall  shortly  have  an  opportunity  of  attending  you  in  my 


1  the  preacher. 
,  you  surprise 


:  translate  his  sermons  into  Welsh'  to  begin  with,  nnd  thua 
"""'iU^Ar"?  ^e,k.h  tt05k  d°n'?  read  Butler.     Then  I 
"nto  Englirb,  and  after 
know  them  again." 

A  Frenchman  who  had  learned  English  wished  to  be 
^.irticularly  polite,  and  never  neglected  an  opportunity  of 
saying  something  pretty.     One  evening  he  observed  to  a 
ansa  was  fawn-colored,  and  that  of  her  daugh- 
ter pink,  "Madame,"  said  he,  "your  daughter  is  the  pink 


of  beauty." 


Ah,  Monsieur,  you  Frenchmen  always  natter,"  eaid 
the  lady. 

"No,  Madame,  I  only  do  speak  the  truth,"  said  he, 
"and  what  all  the  world  will  allow,  that  your  daughter  ii 
the  2>mL\  and  your  ladyship  the  drab  of  fashion  I" 

It  WH3  with  great  difficulty  the  Frenchman  could  b* 
made  to  comprehend  his  sottise. 

A  young,  quiet,  sensible,  good-looking  country  lass  wai 
-'  "  muffing  and  smoking."— 
~  "  abominable;    but  I 


three  ladies  i 
which  he  takes  a  < 
one,  and  laying  it  c 


ing,  "  Madam,  you  are  right.1 


i  of  Schwanthaler  and 


e  exposed  himself  <o  the 


He  called  upon  the  clergyman  of  the  parish, 
and  said, 

*  Pray,  friend,  what  dost  thou  mean  by  this  note?" 
"Mean!    Why,  it  is  for  the  church-rate;   don't  you 


e  of  public  worship,  to  be  a 
'Well,  friend,  but  what  have  I  to  do  with  that?    I 


fault  if  you  don't 
the  law,  and  you  mnst  piy." 

«  Well,  friend,  I  take  leave  to  tell  thee  that  I  think  that 
very  unjust  law  that  obliges  me  to  pay  a  ministry  and  a 


goo  i  humor  either. 


Two  FmLOSormcAL  Riddles.— How  ia  it  possible  (• 
proceed  in  two  opposite  directions  at  the-eame  timer    By 
alking  from  the  forward  to  the  aft  part  of  a  vessel  whiia 
of  gravity?    The  letter  V. 


sailing.— What  is  the 

An  epigram  should 

Four  lines  ought  to  be  the 


1  be  extended  to  eight  lines. 

te  p'uh  ultra;  if  only  two,  » 

much  the  better.     Here  is  one  uttered  by  an  old  gentle- 
i,  whose  daughter  Arabella  importuned  him  for  money: 
Dear  Bl-11,  to  gain  money,  sure  silence  U  best. 
For  dumb  Bella  are  fittest  to  open  the  chest" 


handsome  edifice,  inquired  of  the  drive.  

was._  The  driver  vei-licrl— **I.  i- 1  he  Unitarian  Church.'*— 

' '  said  the  gentleman,  "and  what  is  that?" 

"  but  I  believe  it  is  in  the  op- 


Stammering,  says  Coleridge,  is 


and  it's  thine  own  dult  if  thou  dost  c 


san  by  sending  me  this  bill?     Yo 
r  shaved  me  in  your  life!" 

ii  knowest  my  ^hop  is  always  op  i 


cold-heartednesB  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland  in  preventing 
the  duchess  from  rushing  up  to  the  embrace  of  her  eon, 
whom  she  had  not  seen  for  a  considerable  time,  and  in- 
sisting on  her  receiving  him  in  state. 


e  of  Cu-cum-bcr-t 


An  old  gentleman  went  out  to  shoot  partridges  accom- 
panied by  hi3  son.  The  gun  was  charged  half-way  np  t« 
the  muzzle,  and  when  at  last  the  old  gentleman  started 


replied,  "No,  madam,  I 


urchin,  "  but  it  would  nob  be  half  w 
Two  passengers  v 


i  railway  carriage 


■;Xo,"  the  latter  replied ;   "1  ulways  shave  my- 


What  Hcets  tut:  IIipse.— "It  U  not  the 'anting  t 

iris  the  *or.«(,"  said  a  plulr.  ophic  I  n=11  r;  "it'fl  the  ' 

:: ■;?.  'ammfringo 

:..  'iirts  'i:  'cove.     When  you'r,;  r.o: 


end  of  the  gun  to  the  birds  ?' 

Old  Soaket 
strawberries  t 
don't  thsyr' 


l  ycr  lid.-'  r: 
Etiquette  i 


"Dick,  did  I  point  the  right 


«ory  style,  and  df-preciat.  Urn-* If, 
,  though  i 


>  him,  to  the  lowest  possible 


words:  "What  is  j-ourhuncraLle  name?"  "My  in»ig- 
nificant  rpp: llation  L-  Wong."  "Where  i?  yeur  magnifi- 
cent palace?"  "My  <onumptible  hut  is  at  Sachan." 
"How  many  are  your  ilIti=trioi:-  diiHrrti':"'  "My  vile, 
worthless  brats  «re  five."  "How  is  the  health  of  your 
I  ,-pouse  "'     "  My  mean,  good-fer-noihing  old 


real  numb,  r  concealrti ; 
'sDaytogot 
know  ho.v  obi 


.  New. Year's  Day  to  go  I 


tfntniba!  i 
he  o  her,  and  pay,  M  Madam,  I 
re  are  to  be  ihis  ytiir." 


"Madam,  :\  '"X..?  msnv  sr"v.:i-  i 
turbed  at  the  concert  I     ' 

"  Well,  I  do  wonder  such  people  will  go  to  concert*.** 


main  so  for  one  month.     If  ihfr^- 

in  this  (ooniry,  whnta  «  hie  and  gloomy  app= 

people'  ■  boit?.:'.;  r.  o  :M  prt--=ent ! 


p  in! i  i  Llack,  ;o  re- 


t  company— eo  be  had  best 
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MK.  RAREY,  THE  HORSE-TAMER, 
m  NEW  YORK. 

Evekt  one  has  heard  of  Mr.  Rarey,  the  horse- 
lamer,  whose  exploits  iu  Europe  created  such  a 
sensation.  We  have  on  several  occasions  illus- 
trated Mr.  Karey's  performances,  and  in  fto.  84, 
punished  August  7,  1858,  we  gave  a  full  account 
of  his  method.  Mr.  Rakey  is  now  m  >ew  iork 
giving  exhibitions.  His  first  exhibition  took  place 
on  January  5th  at  Xiblo's. 

The  stage  at  Xiblo's  was  converted  for  the  time 
into  a  sort  of  stable-yard,  strongly  walled  with 
boards  on  three  aides,  and  with  ropes  toward  the 
audience.  Before  Mr.  Rakky  made  his  appear- 
ance the  famous  horse  Ckiiskr,  who  was  trained 
in  England  by  him,  was  introduced  into  this  in- 
closure.  Mr.  Rabky  then  came  forward  and  said : 
»  Liuu  Aw>  GexTLUfEN,— T  hare  here  to-day  several 
■abjects  upou  which  I  will  endeavor  to  explain  my  pystcni. 


placed  them  upon  him  by  letting  a  rope  down  through  the 
roof  of  his  stall,  fastening  it  under  his  neck,  and  raising 
him  off  his  fore  feet.  This  i-  the  first  time  be  has  been 
on  the  stage  in  this  country.  We  have  had  no  rehearsal ; 
but  instead  of  kicking,  as  he  used,  be  will  now  (as  you  see) 
give  me  hbi  foot  like  a  gentleman." 

Mr.  Rarky  and  his  subject  walked  several  times 
round  the  inclosure,  and  finally  came  to  a  stand- 
still, when,  taking  a  couple  of  leather  straps  from 
his  pocket,  Rauey  said, 
«  These  two  straps  are  all  that  I  used  to  tame  this  horse." 
A  moment,  and  one  of  the  straps,  dexterously 
placed  upon  the  fore  leg,  reduced  the  quadruped  to 
a  triped.  The  second  strap  was  as  quickly  looped 
around  tlw  other  fore  foot,  and  drawn  through  the 
belly-band.  Cruiser  took  a  step  forward,  Mr.  Ea- 
rly pulled  the  second  strap,  and  the  animal  was 
on  his  knees  to  his  master,  who  fell  beside  him, 
and,  rising,  began  pulling  his  head  backward  and 
forward.     ITp  jumped  Cruiser  like  mad,  and  quick 


l  the  horse's  heels.     As 


lay  with  his  head  betwi 
he  did  this  he  said : 

•'  I  am  Just  as  sure  that  he  will  not  kick  me  as  that  a 
stone  will  not  of  itself  fly  up  and  strike  me-  Why  should 
he?  He  will  not  unless  he  gets  angry,  and  I  shall  see  that 
immediately.  At  my  first  exhibition  before  the  Queen  and 
Prince  Albert,  after  experimenting  with  an  unbroken  colt 
and  a  very  vicious  horse,  the  riding-master  asked  if  I 
would  try  a  very  nervous  horse.  I  said  certainly,  but 
that  1  had  already  detained  them  over  two  hours.  They 
asked  me  how  long  I  should  take.  I  said  fifteen  minutes. 
The  Queen  said  she  would  give  me  half  an  hour,  and  the 
party  would  walk  about  till  then.  None  of  them  then 
knew  my  system;  so  I  went  into  the  box  where  the  horse 
was,  and  in  lees  than  fifteen  minutes  had  the  animal  un- 
der control.  When  I  showed  it  to  the  party  all  were  as- 
tonished. Prince  Albert,  thinking  that  I  uaed  some  pow- 
erful drug,  asked  If  the  horse  had  the  use  of  its  legs.  I 
replied  that  no  means  had  been  used  to  deprive  the  ani- 
mal of  its  faculties,  and  made  the  horse  get  up.  Subse- 
quently I  performed  before  them  four  times.  See,  I  place 
this  horse's  foot  upon  me.    There  is  no  danger.    He  would 


was  brief  but  fierce,  and  he  was  down,  and  Mr. 
Rarky  was  on  his  back.  He  rose  again  after  a 
few  moments,  and  was  again  forced  down.  As  he 
had  the  reputation  of  biting,  Mr.  Rarey  struck 
his  jaws  together  until  the  horse  seemed  to  realize 
that  they  did  not  belong  to  him;  then  be  put  his 
arm  in  his  mouth  without  accident.  In  closing 
the  lecture  Mr.  Rarey  said : 

u  I  have  never  had  an  accident  since  1  became  perfect 
in  my  system,  and  I  don't  fear  any.  I  have  been  among 
horses  since  I  was  twelve  years  old,  and  at  first  bad  a 
great  many  accidents.  Every  limb  has  been  broken  ex- 
cept  my  right  arm;  but  being  young  when  these  acci- 
dents happened,  the  bones  fortunately  healed  strongly. 
Now  I  know  horses*  every  thonght,  and  can  break  any  ani- 
mal, of  whatever  age  and  habits,  in  the  world.  I  can 
make  any  animal  sensible  of  my  power — make  them  gen- 
tle and  even  affectionate." 


MR.  RARKY   AND   CROISEB - -■■  ( '!;[ ISliK.  SHAKE  HANDS 


When  I  went  to  England  and  exhibited  there  the  papers 
all  said,  'This  is  very  well,  but  try  Cruiser.'  1  imme- 
diately wrote  to  Loid  Dorchester  about  the  hoMe,  and  he 
replied  that  the  hone  could  not  be  brought  to  me,  but  that 
I  must  come  to  him.  I  did  go  to  him.  The  Itorve  had  not 
been  out  of  Ins  box  for  three  years;  a  brick  stable  had  to 
be  built  for  him,  and  he  would  have  been  *hot  but  he  was 
the  last  of  a  race  of  cplaidid  blood-horeee,  and  his  owner 
was  anxious  to  preserve  him  if  possible.  I  found  that  by 
his  biting  and  kicking  he  had  so  injured  himself  that  be 
could  not  be  taken  out  of  Ma  box,  and  so  I  had  to  wait  for 
w^T7'  1  Went  down  to  see  him  *»W1t  »°d  un- 
S7Si?5.e?w^,,w  the  P*1*"  got  hold  of  It,  and  every 

rS  tTri^  \Z™*  **  *°  Dear  Cruiser-  Vnder  tuie  l 
had  te  remain  three  weeks,  and  then  I  was  able  to  take 
him  to  London.    I  will  now  .how  you  Cruiser." 

2? W  .nriV8?7  J*?  **  ^**Mte  spots  on 

tied iS tZr      V  h-l°? ^  tbC'  En6U8h  thoIOUgh- 

bred  all  over,  and,  with  kind  treatment,  may  wove 
a  great  acquisition  in  this  country.  7  P 

J?°^"  «*M  Mr.  *«cy»  exhibiting  them, 
collar  and  muxjle  which  Crukcr  wed 


WW,     They 


as  a  flash  Mr.  Rakey  crawled  out  of  danger.  Be- 
fore the  frightened  stable  boys  could  run  away 
Rarey  had  his  horse  again  at  the  footlights,  and, 
pointing  to  a  graze  upon  Cruiser's  hip,  said : 

"la  coming  over  the  horse  injured  his  hip,  and  is  un- 
usually restive  and  ill  at  ease.  You  see  he  will  not  allow 
hininelf  to  be  dragged  about.  I  have  not  laid  hands  on 
him  before,  except  when  I  took  him  from  his  box,  bince 
we  left  the  Crystal  Palace,  London.  I  will  not  detain  yon 
longer  with  him,  as  I  have  several  other  untamed  horses 

The  nest  horse  introduced  was  a  "  hard  and 
nervous  puller"— an  animal  of  the  Messenger  blood. 
By  gently  fondling  his  head  and  caressing  him,  Mr. 
Eaeey  succeeded  in  making  him  follow  him  round 
the  arena.  He  led  him  by  a  straw.  He  then 
fastened  a  strap  round  his  fore  leg  so  as  to  make 
him  limp  on  three  legs,  and  finally  kneel.  When 
the  second  strap  was  attached,  a  struggle  ensued, 
which  ended  in  the  horse  lying  down.  Mr.  Rar£v 
sat  on  him,  took  off  the  straps,  knocked  the  horse's 
feet  togetherj  rubbed  them  against  bis  face,  and 


!  tread  heavily  xipon  me  than  i 


)  upon  her 


The  nest  subject  was  a  wild  horse  from  South 
America,  which  threw  Mr.  Rarey  several  times, 
plunging,  rearing,  and  biting  with  every  sign  of 
rage  and  fury.  On  his  leg,  too,  Mr.  Rarey  at- 
tached the  fatal  strap,  and  after  a  struggle  of  pro- 
longed duration,  he,  too,  was  thrown,  and  Mr. 
Raeey  was  upon  him.  After  rising  up  and  sit- 
ting down  again  on  the  horse's  back  several  times, 
in  order  to  accustom  the  horse  to  (he  sensation, 
Mr.  Rarey  raised  him  up,  and  concluded  his  re- 
marks on  the  animal's  back.     He  said : 

11  It  is  entirely  wrong  to  leap  upon  a  horse's  back  and 
hold  fast,  no  matter  how  frightened  he  may  he.  There  is 
now  a  perfect  understanding  between  ue.  .  Ail  hoises  like 
me  after  this  process.  They  all  come  to  me  gladly.  This 
is  tlie  test  of  breaking :  If  they  fiy  away  from  you,  then 
know  you  have  treated  them  badly;  if  they  come  to  you, 
they  know  you  are  a  friend." 

The  last  horse  tested  was  a  vicious  stallion 
owned  by  Mr.  Luff  of  Harlem  Lane,  and  named 
"Jo  Anderson."     The  struggle  with  this,  horse 


"Cruiser  was  about  as  celebrated  for  his  v 
I  have  been  for  taming  him.  Noblemen  used  to  go  and 
throw  articles  into  his  brick  box  in  order  to  see  him  fight. 
I  was  asked  to  explain  the  other  eveninghow  I  approached 
Cruiser,  and  with  your  permission  1  will  do  so.  J  think 
horses  have  a  reason  for  every  thing  they  do.  I  know  if  I 
approached  Cruiser-  with  a  stick  he  would  fight  me,  as  he 
had  fought  others  who  came  to  whip  him.  In  the  box  was 
a  double  door,  so  that  I  could  open  the  upper  half.  I  went 
quietly;  opened  the  door  noiselessly.  Cruiser  turned 
round,  saw  me,  started  back  frightfully,  but  did  not  at- 
tempt to  come  at  me.  Cruiser  came  -clow ly  up  to  smell  of 
me  after  a  while,  and,  in  spite  of  Lord  Doit h 
treaties,  I  stood  still.  Presently,  when  I  saw  that  he 
stood  naturally,  I  began  to  fondle  him.  J 
Chester  begged  me  to  tie  his  head,  and  I  did  so,  but  you 
never  saw  such  fighting.  Finding  that  he  would  cither 
kill  himself  or  tear  down  the  box  I  released  him,  and  be- 
gan all  over  again.  After  he  allowed  me  to  fondle  him,  I 
took  him  into  the  straw-yard,  and  proceeded  aa  with  anv 
other  horse,  until  at  laat  he  would  let  me  take  any  liberty 


Cruiser  then  gave  Mr.  Rakey  his  foot,  like  a  gen- 
leman,  and  was  then  withdrawn ;  Mr.  Base y  stat- 
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ing  that  he  had  had  a  little 
private  conversation  with 
the  horse,  and  that  it  had 
begged  liim  not  to  ur.ig  it 
about  till  its  side  was  heal- 
ed. 

One  of  the  horses  of  the 
Second  Avenue  Railroad 
was  then  sent  in,  with  the 
following  note : 

"Haw  Yobk,  Jam,  1,  WA. 
"Ma,  J.  S.  Kaket,— The  mare 
[  send  yon  is  a  very  bod  kicker, 
*nd  strike*  with  her  fore  feet 
No  one  Is  able  to  go  Into  her  sta- 
ble. She  Is  very  treacherous, 
■tad  gives  no  warning.  If  you 
?an  tame  her  your  system  U 
Rood  for  any  horse." 

The  Herald  reporter  thus 
describes  how  she  was 
tamed: 

"Whtn  the  horse  appeared 
upon  the  slag?  It  vu  a  tough- 
looking  customer  enough.  A 
tegular  car-honse  —  thin,  wiry, 
dirty,  stubborn,  vicious,  evil. 
eyed.  It  has  not  been  shod  ex- 
cept with  all  its  feet  tied,  and 
then  with  difficulty.  Every 
time  Rarey  touched  it  the  horse 
kicked  moat  savagely.  Fir?t 
one  little  Etrap  was  tied  on,  how. 
ever,  and  then  another.  The 
horse  fell  easily,  as  it  had  been 
used  to  be  thrown  thus  to  be 
shod.  But  when  the  straps 
were  taken  off,  and  Rarey  began 
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kick  and  bite,  soothe 
die,  get  up  and  fall  down,  until 
at  hut  the  poor  car-horse  suc- 
cumbed to  kindness.  Rarey's 
head  lay  between  those  formi- 
dable hoofs;  Ra  rev's  band  un- 
loosed the  bridle  which  had  not 
been  removed  for  months;  Ra- 
rey played  blacksmith,  and 
hammered  at  the  shoe  without 
any  difficulty,  and  curing  the 
last  bit  of  restlessness  by  turn- 
ing the  horse  round  and  round 
a  while.  Rarey  led  off  the  sub. 
dued  old  equine  hag  with  as 
much  complacency  as  If  biting 
and  kicking  had  never  been 
known.  The  owner  sat"  beside 
our  reporter,  and  hi?  surprise- 
he  knew  the  horse  so  well — only 
outran  that  of  the  audience." 

On  Thursday,  10th,  Mr. 
Rarey  experimented  on  Pea- 
cock, a  very  savage  brute, 
which  seems  to  possess  ev- 
ery vice.  The  New  York 
Times  says   of  the  expert- 


"  The  colbir  which  he  had  rotrad  his  neck  had  not  been 
emoved  lor  a  great  length  of  time.     He  was  a  dangerous 
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LADY  SEAMER'S  ESCAPE. 

A*  LOVE  STORY. 
.    The  contest  occupied  some  "time,  for  Peacock  pos-  Miss  DtHLCT  Dioby  had  at  last  won  T-hat  she 

ssed  pluck  as  well  as  endurance,  but  at  length  he  bad    _  had  been  begging  and  praying  for  all  the  days  of 
luccumb."  |  her  life— that  is  to  say,  all  the  days  of  her  life 


hone  to  look 
fiance  to  the 
him.     The 


i,  with  a  switch  uil  that  seemed  to  bid  w 

rorld.     Mr.  Rarey  placed  Ids  hands  upon 

t  occupied  some  time,  for  Peacock  pos- 


since  she  was  wise  enough  to  realize  her  mother's 
theory— that  it  is  the  first  duty  of  a  poor,  well-born, 
highly-educated  young  lady  to  marry  a  man  of 
good  family,  of  good  fortune,  and  of  any  other  good 
which  nature  might  have  made  incidental  to  the 
bargain. 


JS7 

Sir  John  Seamer  had 
proposed  to  her,  and  (ha 
had  accepted  him. 

It  waa  in  the  drawing. 
room,  after  a  state  dinner 
party;  and,  when  the  mo- 
mentous transaction  was 
accomplished,  the  gentle- 
roan  went  over  and  talked 
to  her  mother.  Daley 
stood  leaning  against  the 
piano,  turning  over  her 
music.  Mr.  George  mi- 
ner approached  her  and 
spoke ;  she  answered  him 
confusedly,  and  with  the 
tears  in  her  eyes.  Dnlcy 
waa  not  a  lachrymose 
Person,  and  what  had  oc- 
curred flashed  npon  him 
inimediatelv. 

Dulcy  liigbv  and  he 
had  been  great  friends 
once  npon  a  time  (once 
upon  a  time  was  about 
J*"  >«rs  ago),  but 
G«orge  was  even  poorer 
then  than  now,  and  she 
waa  ambitious  and  did 
not  use  him  well.  He 
remembered  the  misera- 
ble pain  she  had  made 
liim  suiTtr,  and  though 
he  was  radically  cured  of 
that  wound,  which  had 
not  even  left  a  cicatrice, 
he  had  not  forgiven  her. 
He  did  not  address  her  a 
second  time,  but  turned 
away  with  a  remorseful 
generosity.  He  had  first 
loved  and  then  hated  her. 
When  she  would  have 
amused  her  leisure  with 
him  again,  he  mortified 
her.  Now  he  was  indif- 
ferent; she  had  lost  her 
power  of  fascinating  him. 
If  he  had  seen  the  man  In 
the  moon  courting  hsr  he 
would  not  have  cared. 

The  same  can  not  be 
said  for  Dulcy.  George 
was  a  generous,  sensible, 
affectionate,  lovable  man 
— if  be  only  could  have 
gratified  her  grand  de- 
sire. More's  the  pity, 
George  could  not.  He 
could  only  give  her  a 
genuine  love  and  admi- 
ration, a  share  of  his 
younger  son's  moderate 
allowance,  and  a  venture 
in  his  Bank  of  Hope. 
Dnlcy  preferred  certainties  and  securities,  and  she 
refused  him  at  her  peril— refused  him  with  much 
misgiving  and  reluctance,  and  a  pain,  the  perma- 
nence of  which  she  had  yet  to  learn.  She  had  a 
certain  tenderness  for  George  which  his  persistence 
might  have  blown  up  into  a  flame  of  devotion ; 
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but  ber  i 
withdraw 


- '  respected,  ru   t 
dtntUUr  to  uaim,  ud  DaJcr  wai  answering 
b  the  tear*  (a  tier  e.vts.     There 
got  what  she 
erased  mo«t.    It  behoorrd  tier  t -.» look  binatpbant 
it  somehow  the  mood 
in  the  moment  of  frui- 
tion, t,  -  than  Lt  had  ever  leea 
1  Ity-and-bv  found  out 
•  iwl  to  love  her.     As  he  turn- 
ed away  froiii  her  slie  perceived  that  ha  had  un- 
derstood h-r  dignified  position,  and  that  ho  d  ■- 
apf.ted  her  for  having  attained  to  It.     But  it  was 
too  late  to  care  for  that  now — Sir  John  finished  his 
brief  colloquy  with  tier  mother,  and  returned  to 
her  side  with  the  assured,  jubilant  air  of  an  so 
ccntctl  lover.     Then  George  was  tempted  to  watch 
her.     He  saw  her  smooth  her  brow  and  summon 
reluctant  smiles ;  but  finding  the  pastime,  after 
all,  rather  dismal,  he  took  leave  of  his  hostess  and 
walked  away  home,  smoking  a  cigar.     All  scnti- 
meutal  reminiscences  of  Dulcy  disappeared  with 
the  vapor,  and  when  he  reach -d  his  chambers  he 
was  his  own  man  again  completely. 

After  the  great  event  of  the  evening  Mrs.  Digby 
•ould  not  lie  sorry  to  see  her  guests  depart;  and, 
by  eleven  o'clock,  the  house  in  Curzon  Street  was 
cleared  of  them  all— even  of  Sir  John  Scamer  him- 
self—and  Dulcy  was  shut  up  with  her  mamma  in 
that  pretty  retirement  called  the  boudoir.  With 
a  softness  quite  unusual  to  her,  Dulcy  had  stolen 
one  arm  round  her  mother's  waist,  and  was  resting 
her  brow  against  her  shoulder.  The  confession 
had  been  made,  tho  successful  daughter  had  been 
kissed  and  blessed  abundantly,  yet  still  Dulcy 
kept  that  firm  yet  caressing  hold  upon  her  mother, 
as  If  she  had  yet  more  to  say.  Presently  it  came. 
"  Mamma,  I  do  not  want  it  to  be  talked  about 
nntil  quite  the  time;  I  am  not  proud  of  it,  you 
know." 

''  My  love,  half  the  world  will  envy  you." 
"Let  them!     But  remember,  mamma,  I  will 
not  hear  it  talked  about.     You  are  not  even  to 
tell  Udy  Milner." 

"  But,  sweetest,  it  must  be  known.  Sir  John 
will  sp«tk  of  it  himself.  Lady  Milner  is  one  of 
the  o!dc<t  friends  of  his  family." 

"I  told  him  to  say  nothing,  and  lie  promised 
me  he  would  not— not,  at  least,  until  we  got  down 
home  again,  and  then  I  shall  not  care.  There  ia 
nobody  at  Avenham  to  make  a  fuss  and  worry." 

11  You  look  at  it  in  a  very  strange  light,  Dulcy. 
There  is  nothing  to  bo  ashamed  of  in  Sir  John,  or 
in  b.-ing  mistress  of  Netherloup— such  a  beautiful 
romantic  place!  I  am  sure  it  will  bo  one  of  the 
proudest  days  of  my  life  when  I  give  you  to  him." 
Dulcy  shuddered  from  head  to  foot.  "I  was 
•ore  you  would  wish  it,"  said  she,  faintly. 

"  My  dearest,  I  hsvfl  always  your  good  at  heart. 
But  come,  you  are  feverish  and  excited;  I  shall 
see  you  into  bed  to-night  myself,  and  to-morrow 
all  will  look  guy  and  promising." 

So  Mrs.  Digby  led  her  daughter  to  her  room, 
and  performed  fur  her  tender  motherly  offices,  such 
u  she  had  never  put  her  hand  to  since  poor  Dulcy 
wa»  ill  of  the  scarlet  fever,  and  would  let  no  one 
else  touch  her.  She  understood,  in  part,  the  girl's 
■ndden  revulsion  of  feeling;  but  she  knew  that  it 
would  wear  off,  and  believed  that  it  had  better 
not  be  expressed.  When  Dulcy's  head  was  on 
her  pillow  she  received  her  maternal  benedictions, 
and  left  her.  As  Dulcy  was  quite  alone,  and  no 
apy  peered  into  her  chamber,  we  have  no  actual 
evidence  that  she  passed  half  the  night  in  miser- 
able tears;  but  this  i3  very  probable,  for  she  was 
unfit  to  appear  at  breakfast  the  new  morning,  and 
Tor  two  days  nobody  calling  it  the  bouse  saw  her, 
lot  even  Sir  John  Seamer. 

When  sho  reappeared,  it  was  to  find  that  her 
urgent  plea  for  secrecy  had  not  been  respected,  and 
to  receive  the  congratulations  of  friends,  envious, 
surprised,  curious,  and  compassionate,  with  a  se- 
renity which  struck  nobodv  with  «,  m„ch  wonder 
as  it  struck  herself.  Any  little  unreality  which 
•he  had  tried  to  retain  about  her  fate  was  com 
pl.'telv-  dissipated,  amI  she  saw  her  future  verv  dis- 
tinctly before  her:  Lady  Scamer,  of  Nethor'loup, 
Win  of  sir  John  Scamer,  tho  wealthiest  landowner 
in  the  county,  a  man  passionately  fond  of  her 
likely  to  surround  her  with  every  luxury  and  ml 
duli!c.we  her  heart  coald  desire,  mentally  and  mor 
ally  i.er  inferior,  but  not  cvil-spokcn  "of  by  his 
class,  though  not  much  looked  up  to  either;  a  posi. 
t. ...  many  young  women  would  have  embraced 
w  ith  triumphant  d  light— which  had  often,  in  fact 
been  secretly  coveted  by  hcr,clf.  That  was  when 
It  was  seen  through  the  illuion  of  distance  and  im- 
probability ;  nearer  at  hand,  its  colors  were  far 
more  somnn  than  attractive. 

She  knew  a  good  deal  about  Sir  John  Seamer 
and  she  k*w  all  the  particulars  of  hi,  disastrous 

[J I  '"'^y'  Wl*£ 1,e0!J,e  "!**«  '<"*  »<»»'  "hen 

U»,  "poke  at  ail.     Netherloup  Hall  was  but  three 
D  Avenham,  »l,ere  she  had  been  brought 

ens  V.  '°0•'hn''•  ""'  '"  "  *****  ™KUborhood, 
gos>,p_,.,,eeially  romantic  gossip-i,  the  current 
com ,  „f ,,  „     ,     Jot.i„ly      „         |ikca  (o 

nurse  tell  „f  ,„0  curse  of  the  Saunas,  who  had 

and  got_wre„gfol  ion  oftWr  e  ^gg 

brought  them  luck,  but  only  murder, 


Pigby  was  a  girl,  and  she  heard  whispers  of  it,  as 
children  do ;  Bad  whan  John  came  to  Avenham  to 
bar  brothers,  she  u?ed  to  watch  him  tim- 
idly from  a  distance  with  a  suspicious  f 
curse  of  his  people  n  lien  on  him, 

and  that  he  might  suddenly  spring  at  bet 
gle  ber. 

But  all  this  nonsense  faded  from  ber  mind  ns 
she  grew  up  to  womanhood.  The  high-walled  gar- 
den lo>t  its  wretvhed  prisoner,  .end  u  sumptuous 
tablet  to  his  memory  appeared  on  the  chancel  wall 
of  Netherloup  Church;  then  the  disgraced  son  died 
in  a  drunken  gambling-house  brawl  at  Ilomburg, 
and  John  became  Sir  John,  a  young  man  of  tra- 
in his  county  by  reason  of  his  large  land- 
ed property,  if  for  nothing  else,     ile 


bad 


£737  tl,C*  "*  <Ieath  nl  >'«««.  *  *  drivel! 

live.  In  the  hi  I,  J.  m  a         *,Vful  solcm"i'y,  who 

part,  where  nottv'e^M  2  S?  *"?  "'? 
to  vaiifi  *„.i  a       ;    .      Pass^'  by  from  year's  end 

-nay,  „»  folk,  „id  bS£  J?  X^iT! 
been  cashiered  from  the  armv  I,  ,■  l 

was  living  obacurd,  m  I!  „?  2*">  *""1 
grandson  reigned  with  El^M*  "*  1\ 
Ml  atone.    All  thi.  was  h«pp.„inS  whia  Du£ 


operty,  it  lor  noining  ciso.      lie  nus  mooul 
[uree-and-t'iventy  then,  and  not  ill-looking — far 
from  it.     He  bad  a  frame  of  vast  muscular  power, 
and  a  broad,  fair  face,  rather  vacuously  good-na- 
tured in  its  ordinary  expression,  but  with  certain 
indteattona,  nevertheless,  that  he  did,  now  and 
then,  givo  himself  over  to  the  demon,  and  suffer 
himself  to  be  carried  away  by  paroxysms  of  brutal 
rage.     The  servants,  when  he  was  a  boy,  used  to 
give  awful  accounts  of  him,  but  as  he  grew  up 
open-handed  and  generous  to  a  proverb,  they  for- 
gave him  rough  words,  and  contented  themselves 
with  shaking  their  heads  when  alluding  to  him,  and 
saying  he  waa  "every  bit  a  Netherloup  Seamer." 
Sir  John  was  just  out  of  mourning  for  his  mo- 
ther when  he  made  his  proposal  to  Dulcy  Dig- 
by.     lie  had  always  liked  her,  but  the  late  Lady 
Seamer  detested  Mrs.  Digby  as  a  scheming  woman 
on  the  look-out  to  entrap  an  unwary  heir  for  her 
handsome,  clever,  portionless  daughter,  and  she 
had  too  mu-li  influence  over  her  son's  mind  while 
she  lived  for  him  to  dream  of  acting  in  opposition 
to  her  expressed  desires.    But  when  she  was  gone, 
Sir  John,  being  thrown  entirely  on  his  own  re- 
sources, naturally  sought  the  society  of  those  with 
whom  he  was  on  the  friendliest  footing.     He  dis- 
liked forms  and  ceremonies — he  disliked,  in  fact, 
whatever  gave  him  trouble— and  finding  a  ready  ' 
welcome  whenever  he  presented  himself  at  Aven- 
ham, he  soon  became  a  daily  visitor  there.     Mrs. 
Digby  flattered  him,  and  if  Dulcy  did  not  flatter 
him  too,  she  did  something  very  much  akin  to  it 
in  never  discouraging  him.     She  had  every  op- 
portunity of  seeing  and  knowing  what  his  natural 
disposition  was,  and  when  she  accepted  his  propo- 
sal, we  must  believe  that  she  did  so  with  her  eyes 
open,  and  laid  her  accounts  of  what  she  might  have 
to  do  and  endure  against  the  obvious  advantages 
of  a  rich  match. 

Mrs.  Digby  carried  her  daughter  down  to  Aven- 
ham as  soon  as  her  engagement  had  gained  suffi- 
cient notoriety  to  make  it  binding.  Until  Dulcy 
had  been  repeatedly  congratulated,  and  had  as  re- 
peatedly acquiesced  in  her  approaching  elevation, 
her  mother  had  a  lurking  distrust  that  she  might 
suddenly  give  way  to  her  feelings  of  fear  and  re- 
pulsion and  break  with  Sir  John;  but  George  Mil- 
ner did  not  cross  her  path  any  more :  he  had  gone 
to  do  some  mountaineering.  .There  was  a  fuss  of 
friends,  and  a  fuss  of  ordering  finery,  and  there 
were  presents  and  a  hundred  things  besides,  to  dis- 
tract her  attention,  and  about  the  middle  of  Sep- 
tember, the  proudest  day  of  Mrs.  Digby's  life,  ar- 
rived, and  at  Avenham  Church,  in  the  face  of  a 
crowded  and  respectable  congregation  and  a  small 
army  of  friends,  she  gave  her  daughter  to  Sir  John 
Seamer  of  Netherloup,  for  better  for  worse,  for 
richer  for  poorer,  until  death  should  them  part. 

There  is  something  very  solemn  about  a  mar- 
riage, whether  of  love,  of  convenience,  or  of  ambi- 
tion— this  came,  I  suppose,  under  the  last  head— 
but  none  of  the  young  bridemaids,  when  they 
looked  at  Dulcy's  white  face  and  desperate  expres- 
sion, saw  any  thing  to  covet  in  the  position  she 
had  won.  George  Milner  was  not  present;  he  was 
still  in  Switzerland,  but  his  mother,  as  one  of  the 
oldest  friends  of  the  family,  was  there  in  great 
pomp  and  splendor.  The  old  lady  said  to  more 
persons  than  one  during  the  course  of  the  day,  that, 
ill  as  Dulcy  had  used  her  George,  she  was  reallv 
sorry  for  her ;  but  If  a  girl  would  marry  for  money 
rather  than  love,  she  deserved  to  look  and  feel 
wretched  at  least  on  her  wedding-day. 

Mrs  Digby  remained  at  Avenham  triumphant, 
while  Sir  John  and  his  now  wife  went  to  Paris  and 
overran  Italy;  in  short,  performed  the  grand  for- 
eign  bridal  tour  in  the  most  orthodox  way.  In 
March  they  relumed  to  England  and  came  down 
straight  to  Netherloup  Hall.  Then  be"an  the 
scries  of  calls  of  ceremony,  and  there  were  a  hun- 
dred and  one  opinions  as  to  how  Lady  Seamer 
looked,  and  a  thousand  and  one  speculations  as  to 
whether  or  no  she  was  happy.  But  her  mother 
was  serene  and  satisfied,  and  confidently  commn- 
nicated  to  all  her  Intimates  that  Sir  John  made  the 
verv  best  husband  in  the  world ;  and  people  agreed 
to  believe  that  Dulcy  Digby's  bargain  had  turned 
out  better  than  might  have  been  expected.  When 
the  London  season  arrived,  Lady  Seamer  of  Nether- 
loupwas  generally  allowed  to  be  the  flower  of  if 
ami  Geor„-c  Milner,  regarding  her  with  wonder  and 
admiration,  stud  to  himself  what  a  consummate 
actress  she  was,  and  questioned  whether  the  organ- 
ization of  the  female  sex  was  really  provided  with 
a  heart,  or  only  with  a  muscle  of  a  plastic  and  a 
no„.so„,,!,vc  nature,  which  could  adapt  itself  to 
oiery  fate  as  readily  as  hers  had  done. 

Lady  Seamer  had  pride-sbe  had  also  discretion 
and  she  had  that  faculty,  more  peculiarly  devel- 
oped among  women,  of  concealing  what  she  would 
lia%e  been  ashamed  to  make  public,  and  of  endur- 
ing in  silence,  and  with  a  certain  dignity,  the  pri- 
vate pangs  which  she  could  not  get  rid  of  Sir 
John  was  sufficiently  courteous  to  her  in  company 
and  he  could  not  Ve  exactly  said  to  use  her  r'nghl 
ly  at  home ;  hut  his  docility  and  affection  as  a  hni 
band  did  not  fulfill  the  professions  of  his  courting 
days.  Like  most  weak  persons  he  was  suspicious, 
and  suspicion  developed  in  him  a  cunning  watchl 

[„' diffT  ?  T"  di"cov,!rcd  ,h=  "'gn«f  bis  wife's 
">*fcrenc,  to  himself,  and  exaggerated  them  into 
a  preference  for  somebody  else. 

He  did  not  proclaim  his  doubts  in  so  man  v  words 
but  he  nut  them  into  prompt  action.     It  had  been 


arranged  that  when  the  London  season  in  town 
closed  they  should  go  abroad  for  a  few-  month*, 
and   l.ady  Seamer  had  air.  .1  : 

;-,  when  Sir 
John  one  night  suddenly  informed  her  that  on  the 
morrow  she  must  prepare  to  go  down  to  Nether- 
loup ;  he  was  tired  of  Loudon,  and  he  was  not  in 
the  humor  for  traveling. 

Lady  .Scamer  ventured  to  ask  why?  He  told 
her  that  It  was  his  will,  and  that  was  enough.  She 
acquiesced  with  a  beautiful  meekness,  and  it  must 
have  been  a  terrible  fear  that  had  brought  Dulcy 
Digby  to  that  point  of  submission :  but  she  said 
afterward,  in  confidence  to  her  mother,  "I  dare 
not  oppose  him  ;  it  would  be  more  than  my  life  is 
worth  ever  to  say  him  nay ;  when'he  is  in  one  of 
his  passions  he  is  capable  of  killing  me,  and  I  be- 
lieve ho  would  be  no  more  responsible  for  it  than 
a  savage  animal.  O  mother!  the  days  and  nights 
of  horrible,  sickening  terrors  I  went  through  last 
winter  I  can  never  tell  you!  I  have  wished  my- 
self dead  many  and  many  a  time." 

This  was  what  she  had  exchanged  the  chance  of 
love  and  happiness  with  George  Milner  for!  She 
had  fine  houses  and  fine  equipages,  costlv  jewels 
and  many  friends;  but  a  husband  whom  she  could 
only  compare  to  a  savage  animal,  and  with  whom 
sho  existed  in  terror  of  her  life.  Fear  had  render- 
ed her  very  tractable;  observing  persons  noticed 
how  she  deferred  to  Sir  John's  wishes,  consulted 
his  opinions,  and  watched  his  eye  if  it  might  be 
possible  for  her  to  forestall  a  desire  before  it  was 
expressed;  and  thoughtful  persons  said  she  was 
much  to  be  pitied,  and  her  mother  was  much  to  be 
blamed,  and  they  hoped  no  harm  would  come  of  it, 
but  that  really  they  should  not  at  all  like  to  be  in 
Lady  Seamer's  place,  even  for  twice  the  pomp  and 
splendor  for  which  she  had  sacrificed  herself. 

During  the  third  week  in  June  Sir  John  and 
Lady  Seamer  went  down  thus  unexpectedly  to 
Netherloup ;  Mrs.  Digby  at  the  same  time  return- 
ing to  her  house  at  Avenham.  It  was  a  country 
neighborhood,  where  the  gentry  had  for  the  most 
part  only  moderate  means,  and  therefore  lived  at 
home  nearly  ail  the  year  round.  The  arrival  of 
the  Seamers  at  Netherloup  was  therefore  a  gratifi- 
cation, and  while  the  summer  lasted  they  were 
made  the  object  and  excuse  for  strawberry-parties, 
and  picnics,  and  water-parties  without  end.  Ladv 
Seamer  thankfully  encouraged  these  moderate  dis- 
sipations.as  varying  the  monotony  of  her  life,  and 
keeping  Sir  John  in  good  humor;  the  last  depend- 
ing now  on  a  continuous  effort  which  it  was  most 
wearisome  and  irksome  for  her  to  have  to  make 
alone.  People  began  to  whisper  that  Ladv  Seamer 
led  a  life  far  from  er-jfiable  with  "that  surly  brute" 
her  husband ;  and  when  George  Milner  came  home 
again  in  October,  his  mother  had  twenty  ugly 
stories  to  tell  him  of  what  was  said  to  bo  going  on 
at  Netherloup. 

But  it  was  no  concern  of  George's  any  more ; 
Dulcy  had  chosen  her  own  lot,  and  must  abide  by 
it.  He  was  a  barrister,  and,  perhaps,  the  wrongs 
of  miserable  wives  were  no  secret  to  him ;  he  was 
very  sorry,  of  course,  but  he  had  nothing  more  to 
say.  Dulcy's  brothers  were  angry  with  their  mo- 
ther for  having  encouraged  the  match,  but  obvious- 
ly that  could  do  no  good ;  and  as  for  a  separation 
(which  was  suggested),  there  was  no  absolute  cruel- 
ty to  allege,  even  if  Dulcy  would  have  come  for- 
ward to  claim  protection,  which  she  would  not;  in 
fact,  when  questioned  by  any  one  except  her  mo- 
ther, she  systematically  and  obstinately  denied  that 
she  had  any  ground  of  complaint  against  Sir  John ; 
but  the  servants'  tongues  were  free  to  wag,  and 
they  wagged  to  a  very  different  tune. 

During  the  shooting  season  Netherlonp  was 
filled  with  constant  relays  of  guests;  and  when 
the  shooting  season  was  over  and  the  hunting  be- 
gun, Sir  John,  who  was  an  ardent  sportsman,  be- 
ing busy,  had  less  time  to  annoy  his  wife,  which 
was  fortunate;  for  during  the  month  of  December 
Lady  Seamer  gave  birth  to  a  son  and  heir,  con- 
cerning whom  there  were  all  the  ordinary  rejoic- 
ings. 

The  winter  months  passed  away  to  the  middle 
of  March  without  any  outbreak  from  Sir  Jchn  of 
more  than  average  ferocity;  but  about  that  time 
George  Milner  came  down  into  the  country  on  a 
visit  to  his  mother,  in  company  with  whom  he 
called  at  Netherlonp.  Sir  John  was  out;  but  the 
visitors  saw  Lady  Seamer  looking  handsomer  than 
ever,  in  gay  spirits,  and  with  as  few  signs  as  possi- 
ble of  being  an  ill-used  wife.  Lady  Milner  said  it 
was  oil  put  on.  She  had  seen  Dulcy  franticly 
miserable ;  but  it  was  quite  right  of  her  to  keep  a 
veil  over  her  wretchedness  with  the  world  in  gen- 
eral;  it  did  not  mend  matters  to  make  them  the 
gossip  of  the  country-side. 

Tor  throe  weeks  past  there  had  been  dry  weath- 
er and  a  parching  east  wind,  which  was  blowing 
keenly  over  the  hills  as  Lady  Milner  and  her  son 
drove  away  from  Netherloup.  George  looked  back 
at  the  fine  old  mansion  perched  above  the  Nether- 
cliff;  below  which  roared  and  boiled  the  Loup, 
bounding  from  ,-idge  to  ridge  of  the  rock,  all  white 
with  foam  and  spray.  Seen  from  the  road,  the 
house  appeared  in  some  parts  almost  to  overhang 
the  precipice,  but  there  was  in  reality  a  terrace  of 
some  twenty  feet  in  width  between  the  walls  and 
the  clill  above  the  Loup;  a  very  agile  and  sure- 
footed man  could  even  descend  to  the  bed  of  the 
torrent  by  clinging  to  the  bushes  and  springing  to 
projecting  ledges  on  the  face  of  the  rock,  but  it 
was  a  very  hazardous  feat,  and  not  one  that  was 
often  attempted.  The  situation  was  picturesque 
in  the  highest  degree,  with  its  mingling  of  wood 
and  water,  gray  cliff  and  green  turf;  but  whether 
it  was  worth  having  at  the  price  Dulcv  had  paid 
for  it,  George  could  not  determine.  That  night 
when  Mrs.  Digby  was  about  to  retire  to  bed,  less 
at  case  in  her  mind  now  than  she  used  to  be  on 
those  maxims  of  worldly  wisdom  in  which  she  had 
trained  her  daughter,  she  put  aside  the  curtain 
from  the  window  to  look  out,  as  her  custom  was 
toward  Netherloup.  It  was  full  mcon,  and  the 
bare  outline  of  the  hill,  was  distinct,  even  the 
Netherloup  hill,,  three  mile,  away:  and  with  a 
it*,  still  temoered  bv  *  ferking  hope  that  mat- 


ters would  grow  more  harmonious  there  by-and-by, 
'1  the  drapery  and  betook,  herself  to  her 
slumbers. 

In  the  dead  of  the  night  she  was  awakened  by 

a  cry   below   her   window,  "Mamma,  im.mma!" 

anil  then  i'  ;     if  pulled  by  a  ter- 

',  and  the  agonized  voice  rose 

again,  "Mai a,  mamma!"     Mis.  I  i  .' 

for  a  moment  that  she  was  the  victim  of  a  horri- 
ble nightmare,  but  the  ringing  continued,  and  she 
heard  a  scurry  of  feet,  and  by  the  time  she  had 
got  out  upon  the  landing  the  door  was  being 
hastily  opened  below,  and  her  old  servant,  who 
had  lived  with  her  ever  since  her  own  marriage, 
exclaimed,  in  accents  of  awe  and  amazement, 

"Lord  ha'  mercy  upon  us,  Miss  Dulcy!  but 
you  must  be  stark  staring  mad  to  ha'  run  across 
the  country  a  night  like  this,  and  nothing  on  but 
your  night-clothes,  and  the  blessed  bairn,  too! 
Goodness  grant  you  ha'  not  both  gotten  your 
deaths !''  And  trembling  as  if  she  had  the  palsy, 
Mrs.  Digby  tottered  down  the  stairs  and  received 
in  her  arms  the  form  of  her  daughter,  who  hugged 
her  vehemently,  exclaiming, 

"Oh,  mamma,  wc  are  safe,  we  are  safe!"  in 
hysterical  sobs  of  terror  and  thankfulness. 

By  this  time  all  the  household  was  assembled, 
and  the  women,  in  sympathetic  sorrow,  got  the 
poor  young  mother  and  her  child  into  a  warm 
room  and  bathed  her  bleeding  feet.  The  old  nurse 
and  Mrs.  Digby  listened  to  her  spasmodic  com- 
plaints and  exclamations,  and  tried  to  quiet  her 
as  well  as  they  could.  Dreadful  shivers  ran 
through  and  through  her  frame,  and  sometimes 
her  words  were  so  wild  that  they  thought  she  was 
seized  with  sudden  frenzv;  but  they  were  true 
enough. 

"  He  swore  ho  would  kill  me,"  was  one  of  these 
revelations ;  "he  has  said  so  often  before  ;  but  to- 
night I  know  he  meant  he  would,  and  I  waited 
until  the  house  was  still,  and  then  I  thought  I 
would  get  away ;  but  he  had  fastened  my  door  on 
the  outside,  and  there  was  only  the  window,  and 
while  I  was  listening  and  thinking,  I  heard  a 
crackling  in  the  corridor,  and  the  smoke  began  to 
curl  in  at  the  crevices,  and  there  was  a  smell  of 
lire.  So  I  took  up  baby  and  put  a  blanket  over 
him ;  the  window  opens  easily,  and  I  got  down 
by  the  great  old  ivy  bushes  on  the  tower.  Oh, 
mother!  and  I  got  down  by  the  Loup  and  over 
the  water." 

"  Eli,  Lpdy  Seamer,  but  that  was  a  long  step, 
but  the  angels  helped  you,  surely!"  cried  her 
nurse.  And  where  Lady  Seamer  escaped  down 
the  cliff  and  over  the  Loup  is  called  "  Lady  Seam- 
er's Long  Step"  to  this  day. 

That  night  Netherloup  was  burned  to  the 
ground,  and  Sir  John  Seamers,  whose  mad  act  it 
was,  nover  from  that  time,  though  he  lived  to  be 
an  old  man,  was  safe  to  go  at  large  any  more. 
His  wifo  remained  at  Avenham  with  her  mother, 
greatly  changed  in  character  and  temper  by  that 
terrible  night's  escape  from  a  terrible  death.  Her 
child  did  not  grow  up,  and  the  estates  passed,  on 
Sir  John's  death,  to  a  distant  branch  of  the  Seam- 
ers, whnn  misfortune  did  not  persecute  with  such 
deadly  tenacity.  They  rebuilt  the  house,  and  one 
of  the  chief  points  of  attraction  to  visitors  is  still 
to  examire  Lady  Seamer's  Long  Step,  and  to 
marvel  how  she  got  down  it.  Some  persons  de- 
clare it  to  have  been  impossible;  but  tradition 
stands  fas*,  among  the  country  people,  who  have  \ 
added  to  it  a  feature  of  the  supernatural,  that  "an 
angel,  all  in  Trhite,  helped  her." 


DOMESTIC  INTELLIGENCE. 

CONGRESS. 

Of  Monday,  Janu-uy  7,  in  the  Senate,  a  petltien  wai 
presented  for  a  Natknal  Convention  (o  meet  ia  Philndel. 
phia  on  4th  Mfirch.  Memorials  were  presented  in  favor  of 
mibmitting  the  Crittenden  resolutions  to  the  people.  Sena- 
tor Crittenden  spoke  on  his  compromise,  and  waa  followed 

by  Senator  Toombs,  who  made  a  war  speech. In  the 

House,  after  brief  speeches  on  compromise  by  Messrs.  Cobb 
or  Alabama  and  Etheridge  cf  Tennessee,  the  General  Ap- 
propriation Bill  was  pawed  with  an  amendment  appropri- 
ating $135,000  for  a  national  poaUoffice.  Mr.  Adrain,  of 
New  Jersey,  asked  leave  to  offer  a  resolution  approving  of 
the  iii.l.i  i.iiri  patriotic  act  of  Mrjor  Andereon  in  evacuating 
tort  Moultrie  and  occupying  fort  Sumter,  and  pledging 


After  an  ineffectual  appeal  to  .Mr.  Adrain  from  Mr.  Bar- 
rett, of  Kentucky,  for  a  withdrawal  of  the  resolution,  a  vote 
was  ordered  on  a  motion  to  suspend  the  rules  for  its  recep- 
tion, and  resulted  134  for  and  only  63  against  auf-pensionT 
The  resolution  was  then  put  upon  its  passage,  and  received 
124  votes,  while  only  53  were  cast  against  It. 

On  Wednesday,  Stli,  in  the  Senate,  the  President's  Mes- 
sage on  the  agitated  condition  of  the  country  wan  read, 
and  Senator  Seward  obtained  the  floor.  He  yielded  to 
Senator  Davis,  who  made  some  remarks  en  the  South  Car- 
olina Commissioners'  correspondence,  and  had  their  an- 
swer  to  the  President  read.    Senator  Crittenden's  resola- 

tious  were  postponed. In  the  House,  on  motion  of  Mr. 

Howard,  of  Miclugan,  the  Message  was  referred  to  a  spe- 
cial committee  of  five,  with  power  to  investigate  every 
thing  pertaining  to  the  present  difficulties,  and  with  liber- 
ty to  send  for  persons  and  papers.  There  was  strenuouP 
opposition  to  the  passage  of  this  resolution,  but  it  went 
through  by  a  vote  of  133  against  02.  The  House  subse- 
quently went  Into  Committee  of  the  Whole  on  the  Civil 
and  Miscellaneous  Appropriation  Bill,  but  rose  without  def- 
inite action,  and  Bhortly  afterward  adjourned. 

On  Thursday,  10th,  Senator  Slidell,  of  Louisiana,  called 
up  a  resolution  presented  by  him  on  Wednesday,  censui* 
ing  the  President  for  appointing  a  Secretary  of  War  ad  in* 
:  the  Senate  of  his  action.  A  voU 
was  taken  on  iU  passage,  and  the  result  was  £5  for  and 
17  against  it.  Senator  Davis,  of  Mississippi,  then  nr»ceed- 
ed  to  make  a  speech  out!.  , ,      Wh      h 

had  concluded,  a  conoquial  discussion  took  place  betwecm 
Senator*  Trumbull  of  Illinois,  Davis  of  u£»tetop£  and 
Green  of  Missouri,  relative  to" the  re 
Carolina,  tho  firing  upon  the  Star  of  the  Went,  and  the 
snbsco.uent  action  of  Major  Auderson.  Senator  Trumbulf 
WMvery  decided  to  hb dec! 

must  be  obeyed in  the  House,  Mr.  Boteler,  of  Virginia, 

■ 
iritn  the  Sped  '  i^v-three,  and  declared! 

iHsdiMippoiDtuifM)  with  ■  mmlttee.    He 

despaired  of  any  good  being  effected  through  their  delib- 
erations, but  assured  tho  House  that  if  another  week  was 
allowed  to  elapse  it  would  bs  too  late  for  the  introdudion 
of  any  measure  to  save  the  Union.  Various  memorials 
ana  other  pnpera  relating  to  the  national  troubles  were 
presented  and  laid  on  tbe  table  for  the  present,  among 
them  the  resolutions  of  the  New  York  Common  Council, 
approving  the  conduct  of  Major  Anderson  and  the  determ- 
ination of  the  President  to  enforce  the  laws.    The  Hour f 
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Ot  Frilay,   lith,  i 
n-giow,  on  the  preen!  condili 

or  Harlan,  of  lowa^-l-fn 


the  Senate,  Senator  Hunter,  of 
- J-  *  ti  of  affairs  in  the  country. 

—trlan,  of  Iowa -In     ' 

0bu*C  M  -.  I/nvjoy,  of  lili:-,,-.  ;_-kei  1  ave  to  oftVr  a  ,«„. 
b  Pn  rfdent  to  ranter  temporarily 
upon  Gneml  Scott  the  n^wer  of  Commander-in-Chief  of 
the  A^mynnd  Navy,  wuli  a  etur-e  to  .-«;:  tint  tlit  R.-pnb- 
Ue  receives  no  4--.tr •meni.  Objection  was  made,  and  no 
action  wa.*  tafcen  oa  it.  Tha  House,  then,  alter  the  eon- 
"'  0!^  'ir-  r.P-!rr-!  '■■■■-■',-  :  I';*  Civil  und  Mt^-Hanc- 
fcs  Ap^nonarion  bill,  and  adjourned. 

THK  FBKSIDEHt's  MESSAOIS  OS  TBB  STATE  OF 
THK  COUNTRY. 
The  Special  Message  of  President  Buchanan  in  reference 
to  the  present  agitated  condition  of  the  country,  and  par- 
ticularly regarding  the  recent  action  of  South  Carolina,  was 
on  9th  cent  to  Congress.  The  Message  was  prepared  im- 
mediately on  the  departure  of  the  South  Carolina  Com- 
nuaHoners  from  Washington,  after  their  ineffectual  en- 
deavor to  induce,  the  Administration  to  aurrender  the 
fortifications  in  Charleston  Harbor  to  the  new  State.  The 
moat  important  feature  of  the  document  is  in  reference  to 
Hie  execution  of  the  Federal  laws  and  the  protection  of  the 


in  consequence  of  my  dechnon.    I  deeply  regret  that  you 


Jams  Bcchaimx. 


secessiox  or  MISSISSIPPI, 

The  Mississippi  State  Convention  on  8th  adopted  an 
ordinance^  providing  for  immediate  secession   from    the 
;  capital  of  Mississippi, 


The  President  s»ya  there  L- 

t  Charleston,  and  I 


Federal 

tive  but  to  collect  the 

tect  the  public  property  as  far  aa  practicable  under  existing 
U.WE.  The  right  and  duty  to  use  the  military  and  n 
forces  against  those  who  illegally  assail  the  Governi 
are  clear  and  indisputable;  but  he  considers  the  pre- 
atate  of  things  revolutionary,  and  beyond  [executive  t 


a  grievance  which  might  lead  to 
. .  ti*  to  Congress  to  take  some 
>  preserve  the  Union,  and  suggests  the  restora- 
tion of  the  old  3C3  30'  Compromise  line  as  calculated  to 
produce  a  gcoi  result.  He  alleges,  as  a  reason  for  the  de- 
lay in  sending  reinforcements  to  Major  Anderson,  that 
snch  an  action  would  have  furnished  the  pretext,  if  not  the 
provocation,  for  aggression  on  the  part  of  South  Carolina, 


e  than  sixty  hours. 

THB  HOUSK  PERILOUS  COMMITTEE. 
The  House  Special  Committee  of  Thirty-three  have  closed 
their  deliberations,  and  will  probably  soon  be  ready  to  re- 
port. The  two  propositions  submitted  by  Mr.  Dunn,  of  In- 
diana—that laws  be  passed  to  protect  the  States  from  armed 
invasion,  and  to  secure  the  safety  of  citizens  of  the  seveml 
States  while  traveling  or  sojourning  in  other  States — were 
a  which  had  been 


Northern  States  to  repeal  the  Personal  Liberty  Laws,  and 
for  such  an  amendment  of  the  Constitution  as  will  make  it 
impossible  ever  hereafter  to  amend  it  so  as  to  interfere 
with  Slavery  in  the  States.' 


the  Legislature.  It  fills  two  columns  of  the  A  mertcan.  and 
abounds  in  the  most  emphatic  Union  sentiments.  The  fol- 
lowing are  extracts : 

"I  firmly  believe  that  a  division  of  this  Government 
would  inevitably  produce  civa  war.  The  secession  leaders 
in  South  Carolina,  and  the  fanatical  demagogues  of  the 
North,  have  alike  proclaimed  that  such  would  be  the  result, 
and  no  man  of  sense,  in  my  opinion,  can  question  it  What 
could  the  Legislature  do  in  this  crisis,  if  convened,  to  re- 


vention, 

non-execution  of  the  Fugiii 

their  grievances.    Tiwy 'declare  thatthe 


r  COMMITTEE. 
The  select  treason  committee  of  the  House  has  been 
named  by  the  Speaker,  as  follows:  Howard,  of  Michigan, 
Bcpublican:  Hickman,  of  Pennsylvania,  Republican; 
Dawes,  of  Massachusetts,  Republican;  John  Cochrane, 
of  New  York,  Democrat;  Branch,  of  North  Carolina, 
Democrat. 

CORRESPONDENCE  BETWEEN  THE  SOUTH  CARO- 
LINA  COMMISSIONERS   AND  THE  PKKSIDKNT. 

The  correspondence  between  the  South  Carolina  Com- 
orissioaers  and  President  Buchanan  appears  in  the  papers. 
It  consists  of  three  letters,  the  first  dated  December  29, 
from  the  Commiseioners  to  the  President,  in  which  they 
demand,  as  a  preliminary  to  all  negotiations,  a  disapproval 


;  and  the  third,  dated  January  1,  in  which  the 
■wmiuiBsioneTg  attempt  to  refute  the  allegations  of  the 
President's  letter  in  which  he  Justifies  Major  Anderson's 
conduct.  This  last  letter  the  President  retained  to  the 
Commissioners  with  the  following  indorsement  on  its  bock: 
"This  paper,  just  presented  to  the  President,  is  of  each  a 
character  that  he  declio.    to  receive  it." 


;  been  replaced.    On  11th,  Secretary 
.    id  was  succeeded  by  "  " 
Kew  York.    Mr.  Holt  continues  to  act 
War. 

WHT  MR.  THOMPSON 

The  following  correspondence  has  been  published : 

"  WisHnrarox,  January  8, 1S<1. 

"Srs,— It  is  with  extreme  regret  I  have  just  learned 
that  additional  troops  have  been  ordered  to  Charleston. 
This  subject  has  been  frequently  discussed  in  Cabinet 
Council;  and  when,  on  Monday  night,  31st  December  ul- 
timo, the  orders  for  reinfo  -cements  to  Fort  Sumter  were 
countermanded,  X  distinctly  understood  from  you  that  no 
order  of  the  kind  would  be  made  without  being  previously 
considered  and  decided  in  Cabinet.  It  is  true  that  on 
Wednesday,  January  2,  this  subject  was  again  discussed 
In  Cabinet,  but  certainly  no  conclusion  t 
the  War  Department  was  not  justified  i 
Bthing  more  than  i 


tenant  Bartlett,  bound  for  Fort  Sumter.  Under  these 
circumstances  I  feel  myself  bound  to  resign  my  commis- 
sion, as  one  of  your  Constitutional  advisers,  into  your 
hands.    With  high  respect,  your  obedient  servant, 

"J.  Tnoursos. 
u  His    Eie*U«o«T,  Jambs  Bccbavxk,  President  of  lie  United 

KB.  BUCHANAN  READILY  ACCEPTS  IT. 

"  Waeeisctos,  January  9, 1S41. 
"  Sib, — I  have  received  and  accepted  your  resignation, 
on  yesterday,  of  the  office  of  Secretary  of  the  Interior. 


Departments  to  send  the  Brooklyn  with  reinforcements  t 


i  nature,  would  be  speedily  removed. 
jd  consequence  ox  your  request,  however,  I  promised  that 
these  orders  should  not  be  renewed  'without  being  pre- 
Tloasly  considered  and  decided  in  Cabinet '  This  promise 
was  faithfully  observed  on  my  part.  In  order  to  carry  it 
Into  effect  I  called  a  special  Cabinet  meeting  on  Wednes- 
day, 2d  January,  1861,  in  which  the  question  of  sending 
reinforcements  to  Fort  Sumter  was  amply  discussed  both 
by  yourself  and  others.  The  decided  majority  of  opinions 
wa»  against  yon.  At  this  moment  the  answer  of  the  South 
Carolina  'ComnrissioneTs*  to  my  communication*  to  tbtm 
of  31st  December  was  received  and  read.  It  produced 
Tr»  #diBO**ion  *mone  the  members  of  the  Cabinet. 
After  a  further  brief  conversation  I  employed  the  following 
language:  'It  is  now  all  over,  and  reinforcements  must  be 
sent.  Judge  Black  said,  at  the  moment  of  i 
tL.-it  after  this  Irtter  tin- C;ibuit-t  v.-n-itd  i.  -  unanimous,  and 
I  heard  no  dissenting  voice.  Indeed,  the  spirit  and  rone 
of  the  letter  left  no  doubt  on  my  mind  that  Fort  Sumter 
wcttM  be  immediately  attack,  fl,  air]  lit  t»  ;■  ti  e  nece-  ity 
d  i  tiding  reinforcements  there  without  delay. 

"  While  yon  admit <•  that  on  Wednesday,  January  2,  this 
rahject  *-a»  apiln  m,?i.-:^>  in  Cabinet,' vu  i  :-  y,  4>ut  o— 
taiuly  no  conclusion  was  reached,  and  the  War  Depart- 
t  was  not  justified  in  ordering  reinforcements  without 


your  four  oldest  colleagues  ia  the  Cabinet.  Indeed,  ™, 
language  was  so  unmistakable  that  the  Secretaries  of  War 
and  the  Navy  proceeded  to  act  upon  it  without  any  further 
intercourse  with  myself  than  what  you  heard  or  might 
have  heard  me  say.  You  bad  been  so  emphatic  in  oppos- 
ing these  reinforcements  that  I  thought  you  would  resign 


real  cause  of  their  discontent  dates  as  far  back 
Maryland,  and  every  other  Static  in  the  Union,  with  a 
united  voice,  then  declared  the  causa  insufficient  to  justify 
the  course  of  South  Carolina.  Can  it  be  that  thus  people, 
who  then  unanimously  supported  the  cause  of  Gi-neral 
Jackson,  will  now  yield  their  opinions  at  the  bidding  of 
modem  Secessionists.  I  have  been  told  that  the  position 
of  Maryland  should  be  defined,  so  that  both  sections  can 
understand  it  Do  any  really  understand  her  position? 
Who  that  wishes  to  understand  it  can  fail  to  do  so  ?  If  the 
action  of  the  Legfclature  would  be  simply  to  declare  that 
Maryland  is  with  the  South  in  sympathv  and  feeling;  that 
she  demands  from  the  North  tha  repeal  of  offensive,  un- 
1  statutes,  and  appeals  to  it  for  new  guaran- 
ties; that  she  will  wait  reasonable  time  for  the  North  to 
Surge  her  statute  books  and  to  do  justice  to  her  Southern 
rethren,  and  if  her  appeals  are  vain,  will  make  common 
cause  with  her  sister  border  States  in  resistance  to  tyranny 
if  need  be,  it  would  only  be  saying  what  the  whole  country 
well  knows,  and  what  may  be  said  much  more  effectually 
by  her  people  themselves  In  their  meetings  than  by  the 
Legi-Iatare  chosen  eighteen  months  since,  when  none  of 
these  questions  were  raised  before  them.  That  Maryland 
is  a  conservative  Southern  State  all  know  who  know  any 
thing  of  her  people  or  her  history.    The  business  and  agri- 


from  the  destruction  of  the  Government,  may  hope  to  de- 


irsed  Union,*  which  their  allies  at  the  North  have  de- 
nominated a  'covenant  with  hell* 

"The  people  of  Maryland,  if  left  to  themselves,  would 
decide,  with  scarcely  an  exception,  that  there  is  nothing 


f^ftl?7!  "**?■»  *he»  they  are  concentrated,  and 

PkkenT*  hHa^  ^^T«^  Mobile  to  surprS  Fort 

*  tSe££  d"te£  T^^eton,  North  Carolina,  Jan- 

■  ■-    ■.'r:jj.:,,u     -,rj.J     (■-,,„.(,■!    ......    t.  t.CQ 

i  on  tha  night  of  the  Sin  by  the  Snnihvilie 

TOICIIIXG   SCKXK   AT   PORT  SU31TKR 

Ti:    T;  1:::,  i,  .;,     ^V«n  has  the  following  Ptory-  "One 

of  the  Baltimoreans  who  recently  returned  iromFort  Sum! 

B  incident  that  took  place  thereon 

Major  Anderson  taking  possession.     It  is  kuowrT  that  the 


been  related, 

in  the 

before  i:    ■  ~, 


be  a  memorable 
lives  of  those  who  witnessed  it.  A  short  luuc 
Major  Anderson  assembled  the  whole  of  his  little  force 
with  the  workmen  employed  on  the  fort,  around  the  foot 
of  the  nag-staff.  The  national  ensign  was  attached  to  the 
cord,  and  Major  Anderson,  holding  the  end  of  the  lines  in 
his ;  hands,  knelt  reverently  down.  The  officers,  soldiers, 
and  men  clustered  around,  many  of  them  on  their  knee* 
all  deeply  impressed  with  the  solemnity  of  the  scene.  The 
chaplain  made  an  earnest  prayer— such  an  appeal  for  sup- 
port, encouragement,  and  mercy,  as  one  would  make  who 
felt  that 4  Man's  extremity  is  God's  opportunity.'  As  the 
earnest,  solemn  words  of  the  speaker  ceased,  and  the  men 
responded  Amen  with  a  fervency  that  perhaps  they  had 
•»«  before  experienced.  Major  Anderson  drew  the  'Star 
led  Banner' up  to  the  top  of  the  staff,  the  band  broke 
ith  the  national  air  of  'Hail  Columbia,*  and  loud 
and  exultant  cheers,  repeated  again  and  again,  were  given 
by  the  officers,  soldiers,  and  workmen,  'if,'  said  the  nar- 
rator, 'South  Carolina  had  at  that  moment  attacked  the 
hesitation  upon  the  pert 


tALTDIORE. 
. —  held  at  Baltimore  on 
Thursday  night,  at  which  the  secessionists,  wlio  attempt- 
ed  to  make  a  disturbance,  were  promptly  hustled  out, 
•-="  and  for  Major  Anderson. 


amidst  cheera  for  the  L'n 


I  her  opinions  control  c 


t  equals  ?    Or 

s  have  solemnly  declared  for  ourselves,  as 
"  u  be  forced  to  yield  our  opin- 


tionsf    After 

every  man  must  do, 

ions  to  tho^e  of  another  State,  and  thus,  in  effect,  obey  her 


r  counsels.    Are  \ 

who  have  embarked  in  this  scheme  to  con- 
vene the  Legislature  will  spare  no  pains  to  carry  their 
point  The  whole  plan  of  operations  in  the  event  of  the 
assembling  of  the  Legislature  is,  as  I  have  been  informed, 


prepared. 

"  In  the  course  of  nature  I  can  not  have  long  to  live, 
and  I  fervently  trust  to  be  allowed  to  end  my  days  a  citi- 


l  of  this  glorious  Union.    But  should  I  be  c 


God,  I  will  at  least  have  the  consolation, 

boor,  that  I  neither  by  word  or  deed  assisted  in'  hasten" 

ing  its  disruption.  Tboicas  H.  Hicks." 


alluding  to  the  condition 
,  now,  and  feel  that  danger 
is  imminent,  and  all  true  patriots  are  exerting  themselves 
to  save  us  from  impending  perils.  He  renews  Ida  propo- 
sition in  lus  las*  Message  lcr  a  convention  of  all  the  States, 
and  says :  "  It  is  monstrous  to  see  a  government  like  ours 
destroyed  merely  because  men  con  not  agree  about  a  do- 
r  State  to  be  mindful  of 


l  preamble  ^nd  resolutions 
-— ,,-Jm,  commending  the  recent 
Message  of  President  Buchanan,  tendering  to  him  what- 
ever aid  in  men  and  money  he  may  require  to  enforce  the 
laws,  complimenting  the  Union-loving  Representatives  and 
of  the  Border  Slave  States  upon  the  patriotisi 


J  States,  and  only  Mr.  Grant  voted 
_  of.  and  onlv  2 

SUFFERING  IN  CHARLESTON. 
According  to  a  dispatch  in  the  Herald,  terrible  suffering 
already  exists  at  Charleston.  The  **  troops  who  have  vol- 
unteered and  presented  themselves  for  service  are  camp- 
ed in  unhealthy  locations,  and,  in  consequence  of  rain, 
swamps,  and  miasma,  are  suffering  from  disease.  No  ves- 
sels loading,  no  business  doing,  women  weeping,  and  men 
overcome  by  sickness,  and  the  city  in  the  bands  of  a  mob, 
is  the  bulletin  travelers  present  of  the  condition  of  things 
at  the  present  time." 

KEGRO  INS PJR SECTIONS  IN  ALABA3IA. 

A  gentleman  in  Troy  has  received  a  private  letter  dated 
at  If  ayneville,  Alabama,  December  25,  which  says : 


About  twenty  miles  from  here  they 
have  discovered  a  plot  among  the  negroes,  headed  by  a 
white  man,  or  perhaps  more  than  one,  to  rise  on  the  26th 
of  this  month  and  murder  all  the  white  folks  they  could 


doubt,  they  were  hung  up,  together  with  five  oi 

To-day  I  bear  of  another  plot  about  thirty  miles  from  here, 
in  another  direction.  Three  white  men  Iiave  been  arrested 
and  about  thirty  negroes— report  says  they  will  hang  to- 
day.   The  white  men  are  Northern  men." 


Ex-Governor  Morrm  was  on  9th  elected  to  the 
States  Senate,  to  fill  the  vacancy  occaeioncd  by  the 
in  the  S. 


nation  of  Mr,  Haoilin,  of  Maine*    The  v 


m  anaafdnoaa, 


the  people  of  the  I'abnutto  Stale. 


id,  embark  bu  fortunes  a 


FOREIGN  NEWS. 

FRANCE. 

TBB  KEW-YKAK'S  HAY  ADDRESS. 
tvJ  "r"3,,;1'"<!<l  U»t  the  Empetort  iddrffs  on  Knr.Teti>< 

™.  «    .  »«  smlnsMly  pacific    The  Noncio  being  «b- 

I-EESCH  OPISIOX  OS  SECESSION. 
kJS.8  i(Alr?°X  <te*  rao<«.  <pe»ktas  of  the  •ppliMlion  of 

i£?M.?L2"?  "*  s«°'b<™  S!««e»  eui«Mly<Ie=ire 

...,•  ^2      °„ «*Men«iit«of  Firaoj  udwku 


Emperor  of  France,  says :  "There 
-  -t"-e  Southern  Matt^  tarne-ttv  cV^; 
«cure  the  countenance  of  France ;  andwlS shall i 
m  his  matter?  We  have  already  done  for  toolnoch 
Sea  to  obtain  their  in- 
^S,T%  i?^  XV-L  *»  «»™*ed  only  with  the  n- 
gratitude  of  the  Americans,  and  the  revolutionary  cou- 
tagion  broitgnt  over  by  our  ofiVan  was  speedily  inocn- 
tated  throughout  the  whole  of  France.  (iTt  e  JSrSi 
which  has  abolished  slavery  in  rt. 

fnwto*^P-<ndo.rtpubUcane,v ;ro  prefer  a  revolution 
to  a  mere  examination  *s  to  wheiher  therp  exitts  anv 
means  by  which,  in  a  near  or  distant  future,  the  emanci- 
pationof  blacks  may  be  accomplished?  These  cotton^ 
trS^vJ^S  «».Kmpercr  as  the  protector  of  national- 


Wa 


We  have  t 


of  Africans  who 

our  strength  to  this  UUral  n 

-iitjso.  The  Slave  States  would'  ~vH*"<££m 
h-^WfH°SS B8aete?ce» '^e  t!,e  Northern  States  wouM 
harbor  toward  u  an  inveterate  rancor.  Now  these  latter 
btates  are  more  nuinerons,  rich,  and  populous  than  the  fu- 
ture confederation  of  the  South  can  ever  be.    It  U  5a 

articles  of  luxury,  and  which  sends  us  its  flour  in  ex- 
change.    Every  mark  of  sympathy  given  by  France  to  the 

■  ■    ■■       ■     ■'  ■■■■■.■■.■■.:.      .  ■■  ■   t 

the  Northern  States,  and  tariff  and  custom-house  duties 
atenere  with  our  products.     Let  us,  therefore, 


their  quarrels,  and  show  to  the  world  the  impotence  of  re- 

-J  -  solid  and  permanent  govern- 

in  which  to  apply  the 


publican  forms  to  found  i 


quiry  would  result. 


tinue  contradictory, 

says:  The  bombardment  of  t 

vigor.    The  Spanish  embassador  left  his  palace  on  account 

of  it3  being  riddled  with  bullets.    Two  officers  were  struck 

while  standing  near  the  King.     New  Sardinian  batteries 

can  be  seen,  and  are  evidently  ready  to  take  part  In  the 

bombardment. 

The  garrison  at  Gaeta  has  been  diminished  in  number 
by  the  disnuVsal  of  a  portion  of  the  Royal  Guard,  whose 
fidelity  was  doubtful.  The  remaining  defenders  were  in  a 
deplorable  state,  but  their  resistance  could  be  carried  an 
still  further  for  a  considerable  time. 


A  dispatch  from  Baltimore  confirms  the  report  of  the 
murder  of  Mr.  Lucius  Woodruff,  in  Northampton  County, 
Virginia,  on  Monday  last,  by  four  of  his  slaves.    The  prin- 


i  determination  t 


_ ..  i  must  have  the  best  guar- 
antees before  we  can  attach  Virginia  to  either."  He  con- 
demns the  hasty  action  of  South  Carolina,  which  has  taken 
her  Southern  sisters  by  surprise.  He  would  make  no  spe- 
cial reference  to  her  course  had  he  not  been  invited  to  do 
so  by  her  late  Executive  in  uncalled-for  reference  to  Vir- 
ginia. The  non-elaveholding  States  are  chargeable  for  the 
present  condition  of  affair.',  and  if  the  Union  is  disrupted, 


o  end  the  strife  and  restore  confidence.     Will  they  d 


own  people."   He  opposes  a  State  Conventioi 

and  suggests,  "First:  That  a  commission  of  two  of  the 

most  discreet  statesmen  visit  the  Legislatures  of  the  States 


which  have  passed  Personal  Liberty  Bills,  and 

their  unconditional  repeal,  except  the  New  Englana  states. 

Second :  We  must  have  proper  and  effective  guarantees 


for  the  protection  of  slavery  in  the  District  of  Columbia. 
Third:  Our  equality  in  the  States  and  Territories  must  be 
fully  reeogiiized,  and  the  rights  of  person  and  property 
adequately  protected  and  secured;  that  we  must  be  per- 
mitted to  pas3  through  the  free  States  and  Territories  un- 
molested ;  and  if  a  slave  be  abducted,  the  State  where  it  is 
lost  must  pay  its  value.  Fourth:  Like  guarantees  that 
the  transmission  of  slaves  between  the  elaveholding  States 
by  land  or  water  shall  sot  be  interfered  with.  Fifth :  The 
passage  and  enforcement  of  right  laws  for  the  punishment 
of  such  persons  in  the  free  States  as  organize,  or  aid  and 
abet  in  any  mode  whatsoever  in  organizing,  companies 
with  a  view  to  assail  the  elaveholding  States,  and  to  incite 
the  slaves  to  insurrection.  Sixth :  The  general  Govern- 
ment to  be  deprived  of  the  power  of  appointing  to  local 
offices  in  the  slaveholding  States  persons  hostile  to  their 
institutions  or  inimical  to  their  rights."  The  Governor 
further  says  be  will  regard  the  attempt  of  the  Federal 
troops  to  pass  across  Virginia  for  the  purpose  of  coercing 
a  Southern  State  aa  an  act  of  invasion  which  must  be  re- 
pelled. He  is  not  without  a  hope  that  tbe  present  diffi- 
culties will  find  a  satisfactory  solution.  Let  New  England 
and  Western  New  York  be  sloughed  off,  and  let  them  form 
an  alliance  with  Canada." 


FR1VATEF.RIN6  PROSPECTS. 

The  Charleston  Mercury,  at  the  dose  of  a 
the  Florid ians  to  seize  I" 
West,  threatens  the  seu 
by  Southern  privateers. 

'*  To  our  friends  " 
word.    There  are  ( 

portent  points  of  military  offense  and  defense  in  Florida 

"  and  Key  West.  The  States  both  of  Georgia  and 
have  widely  taken  time  by  the  forelock,  and  put 
memseives  in  possession  of  snch  fortresses  as  lie  within 
their  borders,  simply  because  they  do  not  choose  that  their 
territories  should  be  occupied,  their  commerce  cut  off,  and 
the  lives  of  their  people  put  in  jeopardy  by  General  Scott's 

Mr.  Buchanan's  despotic  theory  of  the  powers  and  d  li- 


the late 

forts.     Yet  it  is  Impossible  to  tell  to  what  i 

and  desperation  may  drive  men.     In  this  view,  it  is  im*- 

portant  for  the  people  of  Florida  to  reflect  that  there  are, 


Tbe  Baton  Rouge  arsenal  (Lonlrians)  was  taken  possca- 
sion  of  by  the  State  troops  on  11th.  All  the  fcgiincatioos 
are  now  in  possession  of  the  Louisiana  troops.  The  United 
States  arsenal  at  Baton  Rouge,  in  command  of  Major  Hae- 
kins  and  two  companies,  refused  to  surrender.  The  ar- 
senal was  surrounded  by  tix  hundred  State  troops,  and  a 
parley  was  held  between  Governor  Moore  and  Major  lias- 


The  State  of  Georgia  has  seized  Fort  Pulaski,  in  tbe  Sa- 
vannah River. 

A  private  dispatch  to  the  Courier  says  that  the  Federal 
troops  bare  abandoned  all  (be  forts  in  PenaooU  harbor, 


tainly  ran-t  desire  to  hold  possession  of  these  fort*.  He 
may  thus,  with  the  assistance  of  war-steanisr?,  block 
up  the  whole  Gulf  But  let  Florida  hold  the^e  fort-, 
and    the   entire   aspect   of  affairs   ia    changed.      Such 


1  snch  little  expenses  < 


The  War  Department  i 
that  the  Governor  of  South  Carolina  has  forbidden  the 
United  States  Sub-Treasurer  at  Charleston  paying  the 
drafts  of  the  Paymaster  in  favor  of  Major  Anderson  and 
bis  command,  and  the  Sub-Treasurer  has  refused  accord- 


The  Times  correspondent,  at  Vienna,  is  confident  that 
uothing  but  brute  force  can  induce  the  Austrian  Govtrn- 
menl  to  quit  the  quadrilateral. 

There  was  a  report  that  England  and  France  had  come 
to  an  understanding  with  regard  to  Veneris,  and  that  a 
joint  Commission  would  shortly  be  sent  to  Vienna,  urging 
the  cession  of  Venetia  without  any  territorial  recompense. 


The  treaty  of  Tien-tein  was  ratified  and  the  conventlsn 
signed  at  Ptkin,  on  the  24th  of  October,  by  Lord  Elgin  and 
Prince  Kung.  The  same  formalities  were  gone  through 
with  Baron  Gros  on  the  following  day. 

The  indemnity  to  be  pail  by  the  ChineEe  has  been  fixed 
at  eight  million  taels  in  alL 

The  following  U  a  summary  of  the  convention :  In  arti- 
cle 1  tbe  Emperor  regrets  the  misunderstanding  at  the 
Takti  forts  hist  year.  Article  2  stipulates  that  a  Lritish 
-  -*  Pekin.  Article  3  arranges  the 
Article  4  opens 


of  the  treaty  throughout  China.    Article  1*  stipulates  for 
"       I  Cfauean  by  the  British  force. 


My  statement  that  Mr.  Cameron  received  no  appoint- 


nry,  and  that  he  will  make  his  t 


d>irk.n  known 
after  consultation  with  hi*  friends. 

The  Tribune  says  that  Winter  Davis,  of  Maryland,  has 

bwn  oftczed  :.  teat  la  tike  n'Wf 


e  party  of  prisoners  taken  Septem- 


der  of  a  Tartar  General.  The  Abbj  De  Luc  * 
ed  at  the  same  time.  It  was  resolved  that  tbe  Summer 
Palace  of  tbe  Emperor  should  be  burned  to  tbe  ground,  as 
it  was  the  spot  where  some  of  tbe  cruelties  toward  lbs 
prisoners  had  been  perpetrated.  Proclamations  were  post- 
ed in  Pekin  informing  the  people  of  tbe  measures  that 


On  the  day  peace  was  signed  Lord  Elgin  and  Sir  Hope 
Grant  entered  Pekin,  accompanied  by  an  efccort  of  COO 
men  and  10O  tracers  of  regiments.  Lord  Flgin  was  car- 
ried in  his  state  chair  by  the  Chine*,  dressed  in  scarlet. 
Sir  Robert  Napier's  division  lined  the  streets  as  Lord  El- 
gin passed,  and  followed  at  intervals,  taking  up  a  strato- 


getical  position  hi  case  of  tieachery.  His  Lordship  was 
received  by  Prince  Kung.  Lord  Elgin's  manner  was  stern 
and  calm.  He  motioned  Kung  to  a  seat  on  his  right,  which 


Is  cunridered  the  lowest  seat.     On  tbe  n-tum  of  the  E 
baasador  and  Commander-in-Chief  tbe  rtrects  were  occu- 
pied by  the  troop*,  *o  that  the  capital  of  tlif  '  . 
pire  was  hi  actual  possession  of  the  British.     Prises  Kung 


MEXICO. 

COMPLKTK  VICTORY  OF  T 
The  Liberal  forces,  for  t 


\  3d  last.    So  we  trust  the  strife  Is  at  an  «a<L 
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THE  STEAMSHIP  "STAR  OF  THE  WEST. 


THE  FIRST  OF  THE  WAR. 

Wn  publish  herewith  pictures  of  the  United  Stales 
steam-sloop  Brooklyn,  of  the  steamflhip  Star  of  the 
West,  and  of  the  steamship  Marim,  which  three 
vessels  figured  so  prominently  in  the  movements 
of  last  Week ;  and  on  pa^e  37  we  give  a  large  plan 
of  Charleston  harbor,  showing  the  forts,  etc.,  to- 
gether with  a  view  of  Fort  Johnson.  These  pic- 
tures will  enable  our  readers  to  realize  what  13  go- 
ing on  in  this  most  memorable  contest  of  the  pres- 
ent age. 

Oo  Wednesday  morning,  January  9, 1861,  the 


first  shots  were  fired  At  daybreak  on  that  morn- 
ing the  steamship  Star  of  the  West,  with  250  Unit- 
ed States  troops  on  board,  attempted  to  enter 
the  harbor  of  Charleston  for  the  purpose  of  com- 
municating with  Fort  Sumter.  The  people  of 
Charleston  had  been  warned  of  her  coming  and  of 
her  errand  by*  telegraph.  They  determined  to  pre- 
vent her  reaching  Fort  Sumter.  Accordingly,  as 
soon  as  she  came  within  range,  batteries  on  Morris 
Island  and  at  Fort  Moultrie  opened  on  her.  The 
first  shot  wa3  fired  acros3  her  bows;  whereupon 
she  increased  her  speed,  and  hoisted  the  stars  and 
stripes.    Other  shots  were  then  fired  in  rapid  suc- 


cession from  Morris  Island,  two  or  more  of  which 
hulled  the  steamer,  and  compelled  her  to  put  about 
and  go  to  sea.  The  accompanying  picture  shows 
the  Star  of  the  West  as  she  entered  Charleston 
harbor;  the  plan  -will  explain  the  situation  of 
the  forts,  and  the  position  of  the  steamer  when  she 
was  fired  upon.  The  channel  through  which  she 
passed  runs  close  by  Morris  Island  for  some  dis- 
tance. 

Fort  Sumter  made  no  demonstration,  except  at 
the  port-holes,  where  guns  were  runout  bearing  on 
Morris  Island. 

About  eleven  o'clock  a.m.  on  9th  a  boat  from 


Fort  Sumter,  bearing  Lieutenant  Hall  with  a  white 
flag,  approached  the  city.  Lieutenant  Hall  had 
an  interview  with  Governor  Pickens,  and  was  aft- 
erward escorted  to  his  boat  and  re-embarked  for 
Fort  Sumter.  The  communication  from  Major 
Anderson  was  as  follows : 

MAJOR  ANDERSON  TO  GOVERNOR  PICKENS. 
41  To  His  Excellency  Vie  Governor  of  South  Carolina: 

,;  Sir,— Two  of  your  batteries  fired  this  morning  on  an 
unarmed  vessel  bearing  the  flag  of  my  government.  Ab 
I  haVe  not  been  notified  that  war  has  been  declared  by 
SonMi  Carolina  against  the  United  States,  I  can  not  but 
think  this  n  hostile  act,  committed  without  your  sanction 


THE  STEAMSHIP  "MARION,"  SEIZED  BY  THE  STATE  OF  SOUTH  CAROLINA  TO  BE  CONVERTED  INTO  A  MAN-OP-WAR. 
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ithwity.    I'nder  thai  hop*  I  refrain  from  opening  fin) 

jwr  tatterie*.    I  have  the  honor,  therekre,  rcpectml- 

ly  to  a-"k  whether  the  above-mentioned  net— one  wlilcli 

believe  without  parallel  in  the  btotocj  <<  our  country  or 

tor  olhrr  civilized  government— wm  committed  in  ooe- 

dienee  to  vonr  inanietlon.,  and  notify  yon,  if  It  i«  not  do- 

|  claimed,  that  I  regard  It  a>  an  art  of  «r,  and  I  -hall  not 

latter  re.mnal.le  time  forthc  r.  lum  of  my  mr-eW^  P"J 

i|U,Tve»eItor~i-lthtatherailse«"1«'B>«!">f°" 

_   '  ".  r        ;.,.,«  mf  oowcr.  the  shed- 

a  my  part,  I  remain,  respectfully, 

|  "Governor  Picket*  after  rtatlng  the  t^'1™  <*  *?* 
I  CaroHiu  to  the  United  Slates,  say*  that  any 'attempt  to 
r  send  United  State,  troop  Into  tturteton  harbor  to  rein- 
force the  fort-  *onU  he  regarded  as  an  act  of  h«UUty, 
aod  Id  cooriurfoa  adds  th*t  any  attempt  to  reinforce  the 
troop,  at  Fort  Sumter,  or  to  retake  and  resume  possesion 
of  the  forte  within  the  waters  of  South  Carolina,  wlucli 
Major  Anderroa  abandoned  after  spiking  the  cannon  and 
doing  other  damage*,  can  not  be  regarded  by  the  authen- 
tic* of  the  State  as  indicative  of  any  other  purpose  than  the 
coercion  of  the  State  by  the  armed  force  of  the  Govern- 

"  Special  agents,  therefore,  have  been  off  the  bar  to 
warn  approaching  vewel*.  armed  and  unarmed,  having 
troop*  to  reinforce  Fort  Sumter  aboard,  not  to  enter  the 
harbor.  Special  order?  have  been  given  the  commanders 
at  the  forts  not  to  fire  od  such  vessels  until  a  shot  across 
their  bow«  iboold  warn  them  of  the  prohibition  of  tile 
State.  Under  these  circumstances  the  Star  of  the  1,  eat 
It  is  understood,  tins  morning  attempted  to  enter  the  bar. 
dot  with  troops,  after  having  been  notified  she  could  not 
enter,  and  consequently  she  was  fired  into.  The  act  is 
perfectly  justified  by  me.  .„.,..«. 

"In  regard  to  your  threat  about  vessels  in  the  narwr, 
it  Is  only  necessary  for  me  to  say  you  must  be  the  judge 
of  your  responsibility.  Your  position  in  the  harbor  has 
been  tolerated  by  the  authorities  of  the  State,  and  v/hile 
the  act  of  which  you  complain  is  in  perfect  consistency 
with  the  rights  and  duties  of  the  State,  it  is  not  perceived 
how  far  the  conduct  yon  propose  to  adopt  can  find  a  par- 
allel In  the  history  of  any  coiintiy,  or  be  reconciled  with 
any  other  purpose  than  tliat  of  your  government  imposing 


To  Hi*  Excellenqi  Governor  Pickens: 

"  Sin,— I  have  the  honor  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of 
your  communication,  and  sny  that,  under  the  circum- 
stance*, I  have  deemed  it  proper  to  refer  the  whole  mat- 
ter to  my  Government,  and  intend  deferring  the  course  I 
Indicated  in  my  note  tliis  morning  until  the  arrival  from 
Washington  of  such  Instructions  as  I  may  receive. 

"  I  have  the  honor  also  to  express  the  hope  that  no  ob- 
structions will  be  placed  in  the  way,  and  that  you  will  do 
bh  the  favor  of  giving  every  facility  for  the  departure  and 
return  of  the  bearer,  lieutenant  T.  Talbot,  who  is  directed 
to  make  the  journey.  Rokekt  Akdkbsos." 

Lieut.  Talbot  left  Charleston  accordingly  for 
Washington,  without  hinderance  by  the  authorities. 

The  picture  on  page  37  will  convey  to  the  be- 
holder some  idea  of  the  work  known  as  Fort  John- 
son, on  the  nearest  extremity  of  James  Island  to 
Fort  Sumter.  In  the  event  of  an  attack  upon  that 
Fort  from  the  shore,  Fort  Johnson  would  natural- 
ly be  the  principal  point  from  which  the  attack 
would  be  made.  At  present  it  is  hardly  a  fortitied 
point,  there  being  nothing  but  a  barrack  and  a  few 
store-houses  to  certify  to  its  military  character. 
But  the  Charleston  papers  state  that  men  are  busily 
engaged  in  throwing  up  earth-works  and  batteries 

STEAMSHIP   "kABHBT." 

The  steamship  Marion,  800  tons  burden,  of  the 
New  York  and  Charleston  line,  was  seized  by  the 
State  authorities  of  South  Carolina  on  10th,  to  be 
converted  into  a  vessel  of  war.  She  was  built  here 
by  Jacob  Bell,  and  was  launched  on  February  3, 
1851.  At  the  time  of  her  capture  she  was  com- 
manded by  Captain  Sam  Whiting. 

STEAMSHIP  SLOOP  OP  WAR  "  BROOKLYN." 
The  Brooklyn  is  at  present  hourly  expected  at 
Charleston,  and  may  take  an  active  part  in  any 
future  contest  at  that  point.  She  was  launched 
at  New  York  on  the  27th  of  July,  1858,  and  took 
her  place  in  the  navy  on  the  1st  of  January, 
1859.  She  is  by  far  the  largest  sloop  of  war  in 
our  navy,  or  in  the  world,  and  carries  the  heaviest 
battery  ever  placed  on  the  deck  of  any  vessel  of 
her  class ;  yet  she  only  draws  16  feet  water.  Her 
length  on  deck  is  247  feet,  breadth  of  beam  43 
feet,  depth  of  hold  21£  feet,  being  2000  tons,  gov- 
ernment meaWeinent ;  and  is  rated  at  14  guns  on 
the  navy  register,  although  pierced  for  24  t)-inch 
shell  guns  and  two  10-inch  pivot  guns,  the  weight 
of  eich  being  nearly  six  tons.  All  the  hatch  and 
mast  combings  on  this  deck  are  of  mahogany— a 
wrood  never  before  used  for  such  a  purpose  in  our 
navy.  All  the  spare  spars  required,  together  with 
three  boats,  are  carried  upon  a  bridge  amidships, 
elevated  above  the  deck  sufficiently  high  to  walk 
under,  which  is  an  entirely  new  arrangement.  By 
this  improvement  the  space  upon  deck  is  kept  clear 
and  unobstructed  for  working  the  guns.  Her  en- 
tire complement  is  about  300  men.  The  captain's 
cabin  occupies  the  space  of  25  feet  in  length  at  the 
after  end  of  this  deck.  The  boilers  are  Martin's 
patent,  now  generally  adopted  in  the  naval  service. 
Her  propeller  is  of  composition,  14  feet  6  inches  in 
diameter,  and  weighing  13,500  pounds.  It  is  ar- 
ranged for  hoisting  on  deck  when  not  needed,  and 
can  be  taken  out  of  water  by  means  of  a  capstan, 
arranged  for  the  purpose,  in  less  than  two  minutes. 
She  is  sparred  precisely  like  sailing  vessels  of  sim- 
ilar tonnage  in  the  merchant  service,  her  screw  be- 
ing merely  an  auxiliary  affair.  Her  speed  is  esti- 
mated at  ten  knots  under  steam. 


A  BRANCH  FOR  A  CHRISTMAS- 
TREE, 

Tin:  mean  stairs  of  the  tenement-house  rattled 
and  creaked  with  the  steps  of  late  rioters ;  all  the 
foot-worn  boards  sprunff  again  with  the  tread  of 
loutish  men  that  stumbled  through  the  damp  ill 
lighted  halls  of  the  house  No.  GOO  and  odd  Fourth 

With  the  cap  of  Fortunatua  on  I  saw  what  I  re- 


in one  meagre,  gaunt  i 


of  the  house  aforo 

on  a  Christmas-Eve,  a  lady  and  a  child. 
I  knew  she  was  such  by  her  voice,  manner,  and 
mature,  fa  spite  of  the  mean  garb  which  covered 
her  She  worked  upon  a  sewing-machine.  All 
the  Biting*  of  the  room  said  poverty  .for  they  were 
Che  remnants  of  a  once  fine  suit  of  furniture.  A 
handsome  bur.au  and  a  cheap  chair  eyed  each  oth- 
er askance;  the  chair  with  Unconcealed  plebeian 
contempt  frowned  upon  the  bureau,  and  it  with 
loftv  indifference  held  itself  high  above  its  neigh- 
bor* Well  might  it.  with  the  hidden  treasure  it 
carried  in  its  case.  The  child  sat  upon  the  floor, 
with  it*  tinv  legs  crossed  outside  its  dress;  in  its 
hand  it  held  a  stocking. 

"Shall  I  hang  it  up,  mamma?    she  asked. 

I  thought  from  where  I  stood  that  mamma  had 
not  heard  her;  but  she  slowly  ceased  from  work- 
in-,  and  the  machine  stopped  its  clicking.  The 
little  Yankee  clock  on  the  mantle,  interpreting  the 
child's  thought,  cried  every  second,  "  Be  quick ! 
"Be  quick!"  "Be  quick!" 

«  Shall  you  hang  it  up,  my  child  ?  \  es,  indeed 
you  shall,  though  Heaven  alone  knows  who  will 
fill  it.     What  indeed  is  left  to  us  in  life  now  ?" 

She  fell  into  a  reverie,  and  thoughts  of  other 
Christmas-Eves,  past  and  gone,  were  running  in 
her  head.  The  child  pulled  the  dress  of  its  mo- 
ther, and  stirred  upon  the  floor;  its  red  lips  moved 
convulsively,  which  the  mother  feeing,  caught  the 
baby  up  and  rocked  it  upon  her  breast  until  it  fell 
asleep.  When  she  saw  this  was  accomplished  she 
put  the  child  upon  the  bed,  hung  the  red  stocking 
to  the  mantle,  and  pinning  her  shawl  on  went  out. 

With  the  cap  on  I  followed. 

When  the  close  air  of  the  corridors  was  passed 
wc  came  to  the  dismal  street.  It  was  dismal  be- 
cause of  dirt,  but  riotous  by  reason  of  the  annivers- 
ary of  the  dear  Christ's  birth.  I  thought,  and 
the  lady  thought,  that  even  the  gas-lamps  burned 
brighter  and  clearer.  I  know  that  the  stars  were 
shining  more  brilliantly  than  ever,  and  that  the 
white  beams  they  scintillated  through  the  cold  air 
were  only  the  wands  of  angels,  who  are  always 
near  upon  that  night  Carefully  threading  our 
way,  we  went  toward  the  Bowery.  All  the  living 
tide  of  people  parted  on  each  side,  and  made  wind- 
rows of  humanity  upon  the  walk  ;  all  their  pock- 
ets were  plethoric;  all  their  baskets  ran  over;  all 
the  sweet  virtues  of  the  mortal  heart  shone  vividly 
in  the  faces  of  the  populace :  for,  as  I  knew,  and 
the  people  knew,  they  had  forgotten  care,  and  were 
careless.  Down  the  busy  street  we  went,  looking 
in  each  window  where  toys  were  for  sale,  where 
all  the  wondrous  people  of  fairy-land  had  their 
abiding  places.  In  some  shops  there  were  green 
trees  with  such  rare  store  of  fruit  upon  them  of  ev- 
ery kind  that  I  looked  about  to  see  the  trap-door, 
and  the  ring  with  the  magician  above;  for  surely 
we  were  in  Aladdin's  garden.  Soon  we  stopped, 
and  entered  one  of  these  little  stores.  The  lady, 
after  looking  all  about,  purchased  a  doll  and  some 
confections,  and  cast  a  longing  glance  upon  a  toy- 
cradle.  She  put  it  down  with  a  sigh,  and  was 
going  away.  There  were  many  people  in  the 
store,  and  among  others  a  tall  gentleman  with  a 
fur  collar  to  his  cloak.  He  saw  the  look  and  ac- 
tion of  my  companion,  and  motioned  the  shop- 
keeper to  give  it  her.  She  took  it  with  a  surprised 
look  of  gratitude,  and  left  the  store.  I  followed 
behind. 

I  should  have  known  it  was  Christmas-Eve  by 
this  gentleman's  action. 

As  we  wended  our  way  with  swift  steps  home- 
ward I  heard  the  sound  of  feet  pursuing  us.  The 
lady  looked  about  and  I  also.  We  saw  the  Fur 
Collar  coming  down  the  street  after  us :  when  we 
stopped,  he  also  stopped;  as  we  loitered,  he  also 
loitered:  his^acts  were  the  counterpart  of  ours.  I 
had  thought  to  doff  my  cap  and  render  assistance 
if  need  be ;  but  he  never  came  any  nearer,  and  we 
walked  on.  As  we  turned  the  last  corner  between 
us  and  the  place  where  the  child  lay  quietly  sleep- 
ing we  both  looked  back:  in  the  bright  starlight 
the  Fur  Collar  was  coming  down  the  street  at  a 
swinging  pace :  affrighted,  the  lady  bounded  to 
the  door,  just  to  see  the  Fur  Collar  turn  the  corner 
and  discover  her  retreat.  What  evil  thoughts  had 
he  masked  under  his  charitable  action? 

Then  I  pondered;  can  this  be  Christmas-Eve ? 

Panting  and  breathless  the  lady  gained  her 
room ;  she  looked  at  the  child,  and  I  bent  over  her 
shoulder ;  it  lay  so  softly  in  its  rest,  with  one  idle 
arm  of  ivory  over  its  face  to  ward  off  the  world 
and  life,  that  I  wished  I  too  were  a  babe  asleep 
upon  Christmas- Eve.  Afterward  the  lady  took 
the  sewing-machine  and  put  it  away  in  a  corner- 
then  the  doll  and  sweetmeats  were  placed  in  the 
stocking  and  hung  where  the  child's  eyes  would 
first  fall  upon  them  on  waking;  then  going  to  the 
bureau  she  took  from  thence  a  miniature,  and 
some  worn  and  faded  letters. 

If  I  had  been  visible  to  mortal  eyes  then  I  should 
have  been  seen  in  a  corner  with  folded  arms  and 
gathered  brow  closely  watching.  This  was  what 
the  lady  said : 

"  It  is  no  harm  to  look  upon  your  face  now,  dear 
Walter;  itisno  sin,  since  my  husband  is  gone.  Oh, 
w  by  till  you  not  come  again  from  abroad,  and  take 
me  to  your  heart  as  you  promised  ?" 

Why,  indeed  ?  I  said  to  myself,  and  peeped  over 
her  shoulder.  I  saw  a  strong  manly  face,  full  of 
kind  light  in  the  eyes  and  altogether  most  noble- 
featured. 

The  lady  reached  and  took  up  the  letters  with 
tender  care — how  old  and  how  silent  the  room  and 
the  world  were  then !  I  thought  I  heard  the  beat- 
ings of  her  heart  as  it  pulsed  its  flood  through  her 
ivory  breast.  I  surely  saw  her  bodice  vibrate. 
All  the  fluttering  leaves  of  the  sacred  epistles  fell 
apart,  and  with  their  white  lips  told  me  her  tale. 
I  saw  there  the  record  of  a  sorrowful,  disappointed 
life;  I  saw  the  accomplishment  of  an  unequal  and 
unhappy  marriage,  because  without  love;  I  saw 
the  long,  long  days  she  watched  and  waited  for  the 
tarrying  bridegroom;  and,  finally,  the  reluctant 
assent  to  the  sacrifice  of  all  hopes.  Then  I  saw  a 
gap  In  the  volume  and  the  burial  of  the  husband, 
the  surrendering  of  house  and  home  to  pay  debts ; 


id.  finally,  the  cap  of  Fortunatns,  which  I  wore, 
brought  me  back  to  the  room  where  we  were  and 
the  dailv  tenor  of  this  lady's  life. 

"Twelve  long  years  (she  spoke  again)— twelve 
long  years,  ami  no  sign  of  him  ever  yet  gladdened 
iv  heart."     Then  looked  to  where  the  child  lay, 


and  said,  "This 
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The  wells  in  her  heart  afforded  such  bounteous 
store  of  sensibility  that  they  ran  over  at  her  eyes. 

'*  What  a  change  it  is,  and  what  a  life  I  lead !"  she 
spoke  once  more.  "Who  could  have  thought  that 
in  twelve  short  years  these  things  could  have  come 
to  pass?"  I  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out: 
the  cap  was  not  water-proof  and  betrayed  my  eyes. 
As  I  live  I  saw  the  Fur  Collar  in  the  street,  pac  ing 
up  and  down,  and  glancing  occasionally  at  the  win- 
dow.    Still  the  woman  sat  in  thought. 

It  was  late  at  night,  and  the  streets  were  silent, 
and  the  city  dead  and  dumb.  Alone  in  the  wide 
world,  we  two  kept  watch  and  communion;  then 
mv  companion  turned  and  put  away  the  letters 
and  picture,  and  drew  out  the  machine  to  work 
upon,  but  by  the  aid  of  the  cap  the  task  was  com- 
pleted. She  looked  at  it  amazedly.  "1  must  have 
done  it  in  a  dream,"  she  said,  and  would  not  be 
satisfied  until  it  had  been  thoroughly  pulled. 

I  looked  out  at  the  window  again,  but  the  streets 
were  silent  and  no  stragglers  were  abroad.  "  The 
Fur  Collar  has  given  it  up  and  gone  away,"  I  said. 
The  lady  kneeled  and  made  her  devotions.  In  the 
Presence,  which  drew  near,  I  removed  for  a  little 
while  the  cap.  As  she  arose  I  heard  footsteps  on 
the  stair;  they  came  nearer  and  nearer,  and  I 
thought  were  passing,  but  a  hand  knocked  at  the 
door  for  admittance.  The  lady  started  in  fear— 
none  were  at  hand  to  save  her  from  danger :  she 
hesitated,  but,  glancing  at  the  child,  mustered 
courage  to  approach  the  door  and  say, 

"Who  is  there?" 

There  came  the  answer  back,  "A  friend." 

"I  am  alone,  friend,  and  can  not  let  you  in. 
What  do  you  wish?" 

"To  come  in,"  said  the  friend. 

At  the  sound  of  the  voice  she  gave  a  start  and 
made  an  effort  to  breathe :  she  unlocked  the  door 
instantly,  her  face  as  white  as  stone. 

It  was  the  Fur  Collar  with  a  domino  on. 

If  the  lady  had  had  any  vitality  left  she  would 
have  shrieked  out,  but  all  manner  of  contending 
emotions  left  her  without  power  to  do  so.  I  pre- 
pared to  take  off  the  cap,  but  the  Fur  Collar  had 
taken  off  his  domino,  and  I  saw  the  face  of  the 
portrait  whom  she  had  called  Walter.  She  fell  to 
fainting  when  he  disclosed  his  face :  he  bent  tender- 
ly over  and  kissed  her  into  an:mation.  When  she 
was  alive  he  told  her  his  life,  and  the  reason  of  his 
not  coining  years  ago  to  fulfill  his  word.  He  said 
that  he  had  been  cast  away,  and  unable  to  reach 
bis  home  until  the  present  time ;  that  he  had  es- 
caped to  California,  and  had  made  some  money; 
that  he  knew  of  her  marriage,  and  but  for  her  situ- 
ation would  never  have  seen  her  again,  and  might 
have  searched  a  long  time  but  for  the  chance  meet- 
ing in  the  toy-shop.  Then  the  lady  fell  to  upbraid- 
ing herself  for  her  faithlessness  in  not  keeping  her 
vow ;  but  the  Fur  Collar  would  have  none  of  it.  He 
told  her  she  was  forgiven,  if  she  would  now  ful- 
fill it. 

The  lady  said  she  would. 

The  lady  and  the  Fur  Collar  sat  long  in  quiet 
talk  afterward :  they  sat  so  long  that  I  heard  a 
cock  crow,  and  saw  the  eye  of  day  unclose  in  the 
east.  I  saw  also  the  child  awake  and  catch  at  its 
treasure  with  a  ringing  laugh. 

Then  I  knew  for  a  surety  that  Christmas  had  in- 
deed come. 


IN  A  SLOUGH  ON  THE  PRAIRIE. 

A  BEAOTiruL  morning;  a  delicious  breeze  tem- 
pered the  burning  rays  of  a  mid-summer  sun;  a 
boundless  wilderness  of  prairie  afforded  a  rich  feast 
for  the  eye — which  did  not,  however,  satisfy  the 
earnest  protest  of  our  breakfastless  stomachs.  Yet, 
under  this  undulating  sea  of  brilliant-hued  verdure 
lay  concealed  the  treacherous  sloughs. 

"  These  sloughs,"  said  Lanky,  "  make  me  think 
of  a  girl  I  once  loved  and  wanted  to  marry,  but — 
didn't.  You  see  she  was  handsome,  and  knew  it; 
had  any  quantity  of  lovers,  but  somehow  allowed 
me  to  make  an  ass  of  myself  by  giving  me  to  un« 
derstand  that  I  was  the  one.  All  at  once  she  up 
and  married  another  fellow,  leaving  me  in  a  slough 
—ha,  ha,  ha!  I  wonder  how  I  ever  got  out!  Since 
that  I  never  see  a  pretty  woman  without  thinking 
of  the  poor  devils  she  has  left  floundering  in  the 
slough  of  jilted  lovers,  and  wishing  that  after  Eve 
had  eaten  the  apple  the  old  Serpent  had  ended  the 
trouble  by  swallowing  her.     Whoa !  whoa !" 

Rip!  splash  I  bang!  A  shower  of  mud  and  wa- 
ter. The  dash-board  kicked  into  splinters;  ditto 
the  whiffle-trees.  The  horse  rearing  and  plung- 
ing, sinking  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  soft,  oozy, 
black  mire.  We  had  not  turned  to  the  right,  and 
had  thoughtlessly  driven  into  the  Big  Slough  ! 

"  Gee !  gee !"  cried  Lanky.  "  Turn  around  and 
drive  back!" 

Easier  said  than  done.  The  struggling  horse 
was  down,  and  both  thills  broken  short  off.  Lan- 
ky jumped,  caught  his  foot  in  the  reins,  and  fell 
flat  upon  his  face  in  the  soft  mud.  I  was  more 
successful.  Seizing  the  horse  by  the  bits,  I  have 
a  very  indistinct  recollection  of"  going  through  a 
series  of  gymnastic  and  equestrian  performances 
never  equaled  by  the  champions  of  the  saw-dust 
arena.  I  turned  impossible  somersaults,  made 
miraculous  leaps,  stood  upon  my  head  one  mo- 
ment, lay  upon  my  back  the  next,  rolled  over  the 
horse,  rolled  under  the  horse,  swung  round  his 
head  like  a  whip-lash,  my  feet  cutting  down  the 
tall  grass  in  swaths  equal  to  those  made  by  a  first- 
rate  mower,  and  all  this  upon  a  carpet  of  mire 
wherein  the  horse  at  times  sank  almost  out  of  sight. 

At  last  I  somehow  reached  dry  land,  still  cling- 
ing to  the  bits,  where  I  was  joined  by  Lankv,  who, 
as  he  scraped  the  mud  from  his  face,  hair,  and 
whiskers,  said, 

".What  the  devil  am  I  going  to  do  t    Mud  from 


head  to  foot,  and  not  a  clean  rag  to  put  on!  I'm 
in  a  pretty  pickle !  Look  here !  I've  torn  the  seat 
clean  out  of  my  pants  i" 

"Never  mind  that  now,"  said  I.  "Mount  the 
horse,  ride  back  to  the  cabin  where  we  staid  last 
night,  and  tell  the  old  man  to  come  here  with  his 
oxen  and  help  us  get  out  the  wagon  !" 

Lanky  galloped  off  instanter. 

I  waded  back  to  the  wagon,  and  sat  down.  I 
was  too  cross,  wet,  muddy,  and  hungry  to  think 
or  care  about  any  thing  in  particular.  I  only  de- 
sired the  speedy  return  of  Lanky. 

Sitting  thus,  and  broiling,  broiling  in  the  hot, 
red-hot  rays  of  the  sun,  a  century  (so  it  seemed) 
must  have  passed,  when,  greatly  to  my  relief,  a 
man,  with  horse  and  wagon,  came  in  sight,  bear- 
ing off  toward  the  north  upon  the  ridge  we  should 
have  followed.  Trot,  trot,  trotting  along  so  nice- 
ly, I  was  envious  of  the  traveler's  good  luck,  and 
— down  went  the  fore  wheels  of  his  wagon,  snap 
went  the  axle,  the  horse  sprang  clear  of  the  har- 
ness and  ran  off  like  the  wind,  the  traveler  turned 
a  somersault  over  the  dash-board,  landing  upon 
his  head. 

That  traveler  was  undoubtedly  astonished— I 
am  sure  I  was;  but  no  opportunity  was  given  to 
express  my  feelings  or  go  to  his  assistance.  As  I 
turned  to  jump  from  the  wagon  I  saw  two  men, 
with  a  team,  at  a  stand-still  about  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  to  the  south,  shouting  and  gesticulating  as 
though  addressing  an  assemblage  of  their  fellow- 
citizens  upon  the  political  issues  of  the  day.  They 
were  in  a  bad  predicament,  in  the  middle  of  the 
Big  Slough. 

I  shouted  and  waved  my  hat.  They  shouted 
and  waved  their  hats.  But  alas !  I  could  not  un- 
derstand them ;  they  could  not  understand  me. 
At  length  one  of  the  men  pulled  off  his  hoots  and 
pantaloons,  and  commenced  wading  toward  me. 
That  man  will  ever  have  a  distinct  recollection  of 
that  quarter-mile  heat.  It  was  awful.  At  times 
sinking  nearly  to  his  waist,  slipping  here  and  fall- 
ing there,  he  staggered  up  to  the  wagon,  panting 
and  blowing,  muddy,  bloody,  reeking  with  perspi- 
ration— a  most  dismal-looking  specimen  of  a  man. 

"  I  say,  friend,"  gasped  he,  "  I'm  a  hard-look- 
ing customer  just  now;  but  never  mind  the  odd* 
and  luck  too !  We  have  had  a  sweet  old  time, 
t'other  side  of  this  slough.  Had  to  leave  our 
wagon — stuck  fast!  Got  the  horses  on  to  a  dry 
spot,  and  there  we  are  !     Can  you  help  us  any?" 

I  explained  my  situation  to  the  man,  and  ad- 
vised that  we  wait  until  the  reinforcements  came 
up.  He  assented ;  and  we  amused  ourselves 
watching  the  other  traveler,  who  had  recovered 
from  his  astonishment,  and  was  now  "pegging" 
away  over  the  prairie  after  his  runaway  horse. 

Soon  came  Lanky  with  the  old  man  and  his 
oxen.  We  immediately  commenced  work — and 
such  work!  In  three  hours  we  were  all  out  of 
the  slough.  As  it  was  then  late  in  the  afternoon, 
we  reluctantly  concluded  to  favor  the  old  man 
with  our  company  for  another  night. 

We  were  a  sorry-looking  assemblage.  The 
poorest  rag-picker  would  have  turned  up  his  nose 
at  our  clothing.  Our  faces,  bodies,  and  hands 
were  incrusted  in  black  mud,  which,  having  dried 
and  cracked,  gave  us  the  appearance  of  a  damaged 
lot  of  Congo  negroes. 

During  the  remainder  of  the  day  torn  clotnes, 
broken  harnesses,  fractured  wagons,  and  mud  fur- 
niahed  plenty  of  employment.  We  expatiated  in 
glowing  terms  and  vigorous  language  upon  the 
beauties  of  a  prairie  country,  especially  in  a  wet 
season.  At  supper  our  potatoes  were  boiled  in  a 
kettle  in  which  Lanky  swore  he  bad  seen  the  old 
lady  wash  her  feet,  the  night  before.  We  ate 
them,  however,  with  a  keen  relish.  We  were  too 
hungry  to  be  over-fastidious  about  trifiet. 


A  DAY'S  RIDE: 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

Respectable  reader,  there  is  no  use  in  ask- 
ing you  if  you  have  ever  been  in  the  Hotel  of 
the  "Balance,"  at  Constance.  Of  coarse  you 
have  not.  It  is  neither  recorded  in  the  book  of 
John,  nor  otherwise  known  to  fame.  It  is  an 
obscure  hostel,  only  visited  by  the  very  humblest 
wayfarers,  and  such  poor  offshoots  of  wretched- 
ness as  are  fain  to  sleep  on  a  trockle-bed  and 
sup  meanly.  Vaterchen,  however,  spoke  of  it 
in  generous  terms.  There  was  a  certain  oniony 
soup  he  had  tasted  there  years  ago  whose  flavor 
had  not  yet  left  his  memory.  He  had  seen,  be- 
sides, the  most  delicious  schweiue  fleisch  hang- 
ing up  from  the  kitchen  rafters,  and  it  had  been 
revealed  to  him  in  a  dream  that  a  solvent  trav- 
eler might  have  rashers  on  demand. 

Poor  fellow !  I  had  not  the  vaguest  idea  of 
the  eloquence  he  possessed  till  he  came  to  talk 
on  these  matters.  From  modest  and  distrust- 
ful, he  grew  assured  and  confident ;  his  hesita- 
tion of  speech  was  replaced  by  fluent  utterance 
and  a  rich  vocabulary;  and  he  repeatedly  de- 
clared that  though  the  exterior  was  unprepos- 
sessing, and  the  service  generally  homely,  there 
were  substantial  comforts  obtainable  which  far 
surpassed  the  resources  of  more  pretentious 
houses.  "You  are  served  on  pewter,  it  is  true," 
said  he;  "but  pewter  is  a  rare  material  to  im- 
part relish  to  a  savory  mess."  Though  we 
should  dine  in  the  kitchen,  he  gave  me  to  un- 
derstand that  even  in  this  there  were  advantages, 
and  that  the  polite  guest  of  the  salon  never 
knew  what  it  was  to  taste  that  rich  odor  of  the 
"roast,"  or  that  fragrant  incense  that  steamed 
np  from  the  luscious  stew,  and  which  were  to 
cookery  what  bouquet  was  to  wine. 

"I  will  not  say  to  yon,  honored  Sir,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  that  in  the  mixed  company  which 
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frequent  such  humble  hearths  there  would  be 
matter  of  interest  or  amusement ;  but  to  a  man 
like  myself  these  chance  companionship  are 
delightful.  Here  all  are  stragglers,  all  adven- 
turers. Not  a  man  that  deposits  his  pack  in  the 
corner  and  draws  in  his  chair  to  the  circle  but 
is  a  wanderer  and  a  pilgrim  of  one  sort  or  oth- 
er." He  drew  me  an  amusing  picture  of  one 
of  these  groups,  wherein,  even  without  telling 
his  story,  each  gave  such  insight  into  his  life 
and  travels  as  to  present  a  sort,  of  drama. 

Whether  it  was  that  my  companion  had  drawn 
too  freely  on  his  imagination,  or  that  we  had 
fallen  on  an  unfortunate  moment,  I  can  not  say ; 
but  though  we  found  the  company  at  the  Bal- 
ance numerous  and  varied,  there  was  none  of 
the  sociality  1  looked  for,  still  less  of  that  gen- 
erous warmth  and  good  greeting  which  he  as- 
surcd  me  vas  the  courtesy  of  such  places.  The 
men  were  chiefly  carriers,  with  their  mule-teams 
and  heavy  wagons,  bound  for  the  Bavarian 
Tyrol.  There  was  a  sprinkling  of  Jew  peddlers, 
on  their  way  to  the  Vorarlberg ;  a  deserter  from 
the  Austrian  army,  trying  to  get  back  to  Hesse 
Cassel;  and  an  Italian  image  carrier,  with  a 
green  parrot  and  a  well-filled  purse,  going  back 
to  finish  his  days  at  Lucca. 

Now  none  of  these  were  elements  of  a  very 
exalted  or  exclusive  rank;  they  were  each  and 
all  of  them  taken  from  the  very  base  of  the  so- 
cial pyramid  ;  and  yet,  would  it  be  believed  that 
they  regarded  our  entrance  among  them  as  an 
act  of  rare  impudence. 

A  more  polished  company  might  have  been 
satisfied  with  averted  heads  or  cold  looks ;  these 
were  less  equivocal.  One  called  out  to  the  land 
lord  to  know  if  he  expected  any  gipsies-,  an- 
other, affecting  to  treat  us  as  solicitors  for  their 
patronage,  said  he  had  no  batzen  to  bestow  on 
buffoonery;  a  third  suggested  we  should  get  up 
our  theatricals  under  the  cart-shed  outside,  and 
beat  the  drum  when  we  were  ready ;  and  the 
deserter,  a  poor,  weak-looking,  mangy  wretch, 
with  a  ragged  fatigue-jacket  and  broken  boots, 
put  his  arm  round  Catinka's  waist,  to  draw  her 
on  his  knee,  for  the  which  she  dealt  him  such 
a  slap  on  the  face  as  fairly  sent  him  on  the 
floor,  in  which  ignoble  position  Vaterchen 
lucked  him  again  and  again.  In  an  instant  all 
were  upon  us.  Carters,  peddlers,  and  image 
man  assailed  us  furiously.  I  suppose  I  beat 
somebody ;  I  know  that  several  beat  me.  The 
impression  left  upon  me  when  all  was  over  was 
%f  a  sort  of  human  kaleidoscope,  where  the  peo- 
.e  turned  every  way  without  ceasing.  Now  we 
seemed  all  on  our  feet,  now  on  our  heads,  now 
on  the  floor,  now  in  the  air,  Vaterchen  flying 
about  like  a  demon,  while  Tintenfleck  stood  in  a 
corner  with  a  gleaming  stiletto  in  her  hand,  say- 
ing something  in  Calabrian,  which  sounded  like 
an  invitation  to  come  and  be  killed. 

The  police  came  at  last;  and  after  a  noisy 
scene  of  accusation  and  denial,  the  weight  of 
evidence  went  against  us,  and  we  were  marched 
off  to  prison,  poor  old  Vaterchen  crying  like  a 
child  for  all  the  disgrace  and  misery  he  had 
brought  on  his  benefactor;  and  while  he  kissed 
my  hand,  swearing  that  a  whole  life's  devotion 
would  not  be  enough  to  recompense  me  for 
what  he  had  been  the  means  of  inflicting  on  me, 
Catinka  took  it  more  easily,  her  chief  regret 
apparently  being  that  nobqdy  came  near  enough 
to  give  her  a  chance  with  her  knife,  which  she 
assured  us  she  wielded  with  a  notable  skill,  and 
could,  with  a  jerk,  send  flying  through  a  door, 
like  a  javelin,  at  full  six  paces'  distance;  nor, 
indeed,  was  it  without  considerable  persuasion 
she  could  be  induced  to  restore  it  to  its  sheath, 
which  truth  obliges  me  to  own  was  inside  her 
garter.  Our  prison,  an  old  tower  adjoining  the 
lake,  uad  been  once  the  dungeon  of  John  Huss, 
and  the  torture  chamber,  as  it  was  still  called, 
continued  to  be  used  for  mild  transgressors, 
such  as  we  were.  A  small  bribe  induced  the 
jailer's  wife  to  take  poor  Tintenfleck  for  the 
night  into  her  own  quarters,  and  Vaterchen  and 
I  were  sole  possessors  of  the  gloomy  old  hall, 
which  opened  by  a  balcony,  railed  like  a  sort 
of  cage,  over  the  lake. 

If  the  torture  chamher  had  been  denuded  of 
its  flesh  pincers  and  thumb-screws,  and  the  other 
ingenious  devices  of  human  cruelty,  I  am  bound 
to  own  that  its  traditions  as  a  place  of  suffering 
had  not  died  out,  as  the  fleas  left  nothing  to  bo 
desired  on  the  score  of  misery.  Whether  it 
was  that  they  had  been  pinched  by  a  long  fast, 
or  that  we  were  more  tender,  cutaneously,  than 
the  aborigines,  I  know  not,  but  I  can  safely  aver 
that  I  never  passed  such  a  night,  and  sincere- 
ly trust  that  I  may  never  pass  such  another. 
Though  the  air  from  the  lake  was  cold  and 
chilly,  we  preferred  to  crouch  on  the  balcony  to 
remaining  within  the  walls,  but  even  here  our 
persecutors  followed  ns. 

Vaterchen  slept  through  it  all;  an  occasional 
convulsive  jerk  would  show,  at  times,  when  one 
of  the  enemy  had  chanced  upon  some  nervous 
fibre ;  but,  on  the  whole,  he  bore  up  like  one  used 
to  such  martyrdom,  and  able  to  brave  it.  As 
for  me,  when  morning  broke,  I  looked  like  a 
strong  case  of  confluent  small-pox,  with  the  ad- 
dition that  my  heavy  eyelids  nearly  closed  over 
my  eyes,  and  my  lips  swelled  out  like  a  Caffre's. 
How  that  young  minx  Catinka  laughed  at  me! 
All  the  old  man's  signs,  warnings,  menaces, 
were  in  vain ;  she  screamed  aloud  with  laughter, 
and  never  ceased,  even  as  we  were  led  into  the 
tribunal  and  before  the  dread  presence  of  the 

The  judgment-seat  was  not  impo?ing.  It  was 
a  long,  low,  ill-lighted  chamber,  with  a  Fort  of 
raised  counter  at  one  end,  behind  which  Bat 
three  elderly  men,  dressed  like  master  sweeps — 
that  is,  of  the  old  days  of  climbing-boys.  The 
prisoners  were  confined  in  a  thing  like  a  fold, 
and  there  leaned  against  one  end  of  the  same 
pen  as  ourselves  a  square-built,  thick-set  man 
of  about  eight- and-forty,  or  fifty,  dressed  in  a 
suit  of  coarse  drab,  and  whose  red  whiskers  and 


bluff  face  proclaimed  to  be  English.  He  was 
being  interrogated  as  we  entered,  but  from  his 
total  ignorance  of  German  the  examination  was 
not  proceeding  very  glibly. 

"  You're  an  Englishman,  ain't  you  ?"  cried 
he,  as  I  came  in.  "  Yon  can  speak  High  Dutch, 
perhaps  ?" 

"I  can  speak  German  well  enough  to  be  in- 
telligible, Sir." 

"All  right,"  said  he,  in  the  same  free-and- 
easy  tone.  "Will  you  explain  to  those  old 
beggars  there  that  they're  making  fools  of  them- 
selves. Here's  how  it  is.  My  passport  was 
made  out  for  two ;  for  Thomas  Harpar,  that's 
me,  and  Sam  Reggis.  Now,  because  Sam  Reg- 
gis  ain't  here,  they  tell  me  I  can't  be  suffered  to 
proceed.  Ain't  that  stupid  ?  Did  you  ever  hear 
the  like  of  that  for  downright  absurdity  before  ?" 
"But  where  is  he?" 

"Well,  I  don't  mind  telling  you,  because 
you're  a  countryman,  but  I  don't  like  blacken- 
ing an  Englishman  to  one  of  those  confounded 
foreigners.    Reggis  has  run." 
"What  do  you  mean  by  'run?'" 
"I  mean,  cut  his  stick;  gone  clean  away; 
and  what's  worse,  too,  carried  off  a  stout  bag  of 
dollars  with  him  that  we  had  for  our  journey." 
"Whither  were  you  going?" 
"That's  neither  here  nor  there,  and  don't 
concern  yon  in  any  respect.    What  you've  to  do 
is,  explain  to  the  old  cove  yonder — the  fellow 
in  the  middle  is  the  worst  of  them — tell  him  it's 
all  right,  that  I'm  Harpar,  and  that  the  other 
ain't  here;  or  look  here,  I'll  tell  yon  what's 
better,  do  you  be  Reggis,  and  it's  all  right." 

I  demurred  flatly  to  this  suggestion,  but  un- 
dertook to  plead  his  cause  on  its  true  merits. 

"And  who  are  you,  Sir,  that  presume  to  play 
the  advocate  here?"  said  the  judge,  haughtily. 
"I  fancied  that  you  stood  there  to  answer  a 
charge  against  yourself." 

"That  matter  may  be  very  speedily  disposed 
of.  Sir,"  said  I,  as  proudly;  "and  you  will  be 
very  fortunate  if  you  succeed  as  readily  in  ex- 
plaining your  own  illegal  arrest  of  me  to  the 
higher  court  of  your  country." 

With  the  eloquence  which  we  are  told  essen- 
tially belongs  to  trnth,  I  narrated  how  I  had 
witnessed,  as  a  mere  passing  traveler,  the  out- 
rageous insult  offered  to  these  poor  wanderers 
as  they  entered  the  inn.  With  the  warm  en- 
thusiasm of  one  inspired  by  a  good  cause,  I 
painted  the  whole  incidents  with  really  scarcely 
a  touch  of  embellishment,  reserving  the  only 
decorative  portion  to  a  description  of  myself, 
whom  I  mentioned  as  an  agent  of  the  British 
government,  especially  employed  on  a  peculiar 
service,  the  confirmation  of  which  I  proudly  es- 
tablished by  my  passport  setting  forth  that  I  was 
a  certain  "Ponto,  Charge  des  Depeches." 

Now,  if  there  be  one  feature  of  continental 
life  fixed  and  immutable,  it  is  this,  that  wher- 
ever the  Serman  language  be  spoken,  the  rev- 
erence for  a  government  functionary  is  supreme. 
If  you  can  only  show  on  documentary  evidence 
that  yon  are  grandson  of  the  man  who  made  the 
broom  that  swept  out  a  government  office,  it  is 
enough.  You  are  from  that  hour  regarded  as 
one  of  the  yonnger  children  of  Bureaucracy. 
You  are  under  the  protection  of  the  state,  and 
though  you  be  the  smallest  rivet  in  the  ma- 
chinery, there  is  no  saying  what  mischief  might 
not  ensue  if  you  were  either  lost  or  mislaid. 

I  saw  in  an  instant  the  dread  impression  I 
had  created,  and  I  said,  in  a  voice  of  careless 
insolence,  "  Go  on,  I  beg  of  you ;  and  send  me 
back  to  prison ;  chain  me ;  perhaps  you  would 
like  to  torture  me?  The  government  I  repre- 
sent is  especially  slow  in  vindicating  the  rights 
of  its  injured  officials.  It  has  a  European  rep- 
utation for  long-suffering,  patience,  and  forbear- 
ance. Yes,  Englishmen  can  be  impaled,  burned, 
flayed  alive,  disemboweled.  By  all  means, 
avail  yourselves  of  your  bland  privileges ;  have 
me  led  out  instantly  to  the  scaffold,  unless  you 
prefer  to  have  me  broken  on  the  wheel !" 

"  Will  nobody  stop  him !"  cried  the  president, 
almost  choking  with  wrath. 

"  Stop  me ;  I  suspect  not,  Sir.  It  is  by  these 
declarations  of  mine,  made  thus  openly,  that 
my  country  will  found  that  demand  for  repara- 
tion which  will  one  day  cost  you  so  dearly. 
Lead  on,  I  am  ready  for  the  block."  And  as  I 
said  this,  I  untied  my  cravat,  and  appeared  to 
prepare  for  the  headsman. 

"If  he  will  not  cease,  the  court  shall  be  dis- 
solved," called  out  the  judge. 

"Never,  Sir.  Never,  so  long  as  I  live,  shall 
I  surrender  the  glorious  privilege  of  that  free- 
dom by  which  I  assert  my  birth-right  as  a  Brit- 

"  Well,  you  are  as  impudent  a  chap  as  ever  I 
listened  to,"  muttered  my  countryman  at  my 
side. 

"  The  prisoners  are  dismissed,  the  court  is 
adjourned,"  said  the  president,  rising;  and 
amidst  a  very  disorderly  crowd,  not  certainly 
enthusiastic  in  our  favor,  wo  were  all  hurried 
into  the  street. 

"Come  along  down  here,"  said  Mr.  Harpar. 
"  I'm  in  a  very  tidy  sort  of  place  they  call  the 
Golden  Pig.  Come  along,  and  bring  the  vaga- 
bonds, and  let's  have  breakfast  together." 

I  was  hurt  at  the  speech,  but  as  my  compan- 
ions could  not  understand  its  coarseness,  I  ac- 
cepted the  invitation,  and  we  followed  him. 

"  Well,  I  ain't  seen  your  like  for  many  a 
day,"  said  Harpar,  as  we  went  along.  "  If  you'd 
have  said  the  half  of  that  to  one  of  our  beaks,  I 
think  I  know  where  you'd  be.  But  you  seem 
to  understand  the  fellows  well.  Mayhap  you 
have  lived  much  abroad?" 

"A  great  deal.  lam  a  sort  of  citizen  of  the 
world,"  said  I,  with  a  jaunty  easiness. 

"For  a  citizen  of  the  world  yon  appear  to  have 
strange  tastes  in  your  companionship.  How  did 
you  come  to  foregather  with  these  creatures?" 

I  tried  the  time-worn  cant  about  seeing  life  in 
all  its  gradations — exploring  the  cabin  as  well 


as  visiting  the  palace,  and  so  on ;  hut  there  was 
a  rugged  sort  of  incredulity  in  his  manner  that 
checked  me,  and  I  could  not  muster  the  glib 
readiness  which  usually  stood  by  me  on  such 
occasions. 

"  You're  not  a  man  of  fortune,"  said  he,  dry- 
ly, as  1  finished ;  "  one  sees  that  plainly  enough. 
You're  a  fellow  that  should  be  earning  his  bread" 
somehow ;  and  the  question  is — Is  this  the  kind 
of  life  you  ought  to  be  leading  ?  What  humbug 
it  is  to  talk  about  knowing  the  world,  and  such 
like!  The  thing  is,  to  know  a  trade,  to  under- 
stand some  art,  to  be  able  to  produce  something, 
to  manufacture  something,  to  convert  something 
to  a  useful  purpose.  When  you've  done,  the 
knowledge  of  men  will  come  later  on,  never  be 
afraid  of  that.  It's  a  school  that  we  never  miss 
one  single  day  of  our  lives.  But  here  we  are ; 
this  is  the  Pig/  Now,  what  will  you  have  for 
breakfast?  Ask  the  vagabonds,  too,  and  tell 
them  there's  a  wide  cljoice  here;  they  have 
every  thing  you  can  mention  in  this  little  inn." 

An  excellent  breakfast  was  soon  spread  out 
before  us,  and  though  my  humble  companions 
did  it  the  most  ample  justice,  I  sat  there, 
thoughtful  and  almost  sad.  The  words  of  that 
stranger  rang  in  my  ears  like  a  reproach  and  a 
warning.  I  knew  how  truly  he  had  said  that  I 
was  not  a  man  of  fortune,  and  it  grieved  me 
sorely  to  think  how  easily  he  saw  it.  In  my 
heart  of  hearts  I  knew  it  was  the  delusion  I 
loved  best.  To  appear  to  the  world  at  large  an 
eccentric  man  of  good  means,  free  to  do  what 
he  liked  and  go  where  he  would,  was  the  high- 
est enjoyment  I  had  ever  prepared  for  myself: 
and  yet  here  was  a  coarse,  commonplace  sort 
of  man — at  least  his  manners  were  unpolished 
and  his  tone  underbred — and  he  saw  through  it 
all  at  once. 

I  took  the  first  opportunity  to  step  away  unob- 
served from  the  company,  and  retired  to  the 
little  garden  of  the  inn,  to  commune  with  my- 
self and  be  alone.  But  ere  I  had  been  many 
minutes  there,  Harpar  joined  me.  He  came  up 
smoking  his  cigar,  with  the  lounging  lazy  air  of 
a  man  at  perfeet  leisure,  and  consequently  quite 
free  to  be  as  disagreeable  as  he  pleased. 

"You  went  off  without  eating  your  break- 
fast," said  he,  bluntly.  "I  saw  how  it  was. 
You  didn't  like  my  freedom  with  you.  You  fan- 
cied that  I  ought  to  have  taken  all  that  non- 
sense of  yours  about  your  rank  and  your  way 
of  life  for  gospel;  or,  at  least,  that  I  ought  to 
have  pretended  to  do  so.  That  ain't  my  way. 
I  hate  humbug." 

It  was  not  very  easy  to  reply  good-hum  oredly 
to  such  a  speech  as  this.  Indeed,  I  saw  no  par- 
ticular reason  to  treat  this  man's  freedom  with 
any  indulgence,  and  drawing  myself  haughtily 
up,  I  prepared  a  very  dry  but  caustic  rejoinder. 

"When  I  have  learned  two  points,"  said  I, 
"on  which  you  can  inform  me,  I  may  be  better 
able  to  answer  what  you  have  said.  The  first 
is:  By  what  possible  right  do  you  take  to  task  a 
person  that  you  never  met  in  your  life  till  now  ? 
and,  secondly,  What  benefit  on  earth  could  it 
be  to  me  to  impose  upon  a  man  from  whom  I 
neither  want  nor  expect  any  thing  ?" 

"Easily  met,  both,"  said  he,  quickly.  "I'm 
a  practical  sort  of  fellow,  who  never  wastes  time 
on  useless  materials  ;  that's  for  your  first  prop- 
osition. Number  two:  you're  a  dreamer,  and 
you  hate  being  awakened." 

"  Well,  Sir,"  said  I,  stiffly,  "  to  a  gentleman 
so  remarkable  for  perspicuity,  and  who  reads 
character  at  sight,  ordinary  intercourse  must  be 
wearisome.  Will  you  excuse  me  if  I  take  my 
leave  of  you  here?" 

"  Of  course,  make  no  ceremony  about  it ;  go 
or  stay,  just  as  you  like.  I  never  cross  any 
man's  humor." 

I  muttered  something  that  sounded  like  a  dis- 
sent to  that  doctrine,  and  he  quickly  added,  "I 
mean,  further  than  speaking  my  mind,  that's 
all ;  nothing  more.  If  you  had  been  a  man  of 
good  means,  and  for  a  frolic  thought  it  might 
be  good  fun  to  consort  for  a  few  days  with  rap- 
scallions of  a  traveling  circus,  all  one  could  say 
was,  it  wasn't  very  good  taste ;  but  being  evi- 
dently a  fellow  of  another  stamp,  a  young  man 
who  ought  to  be  in  his  father's  shop  or  his  un- 
cle's counting-house,  following  some  honest  craft 
or  calling  —  for  you,  I  say,  it  was  downright 

"Indeed!"  said  I,  with  an  accent  of  intense 
scorn. 

"Yes,"  continued  he,  seriously,  " downright 
ruin.  There's  a  poison  in  the  lazy,  good-for- 
nothing  life  of  these  devils,  that  never  leaves  a 
man's  blood.  I've  a  notion  that  it  wouldn't  hurt 
a  man's  nature  so  much  were  he  to  consort  with 
house-breakers ;  there's  at  least  something  real 
about  these  fellows." 

"You  talk,  doubtless,  with  knowledge,  Sir,*' 
said  I,  glad  to  say  something  that  might  offend 
him. 

"I  do,"  said  he,  seriously,  and  not  taking  the 
smallest  account  of  the  impertinent  allusion. 
"  I  know  that  if  a  man  hasn't  a  fixed  calling, 
but  is  always  turning  his  hand  to  this,  that,  and 
t'other,  he  will  very  soon  cease  to  have  any  char- 
acter whatsoever ;  he'll  just  become  as  shifty  in 
his  nature  ^s  in  his  business.  I've  seen  scores 
of  fellows  wrecked  on  that  rock,  and  I  hadn't 
looked  at  you  twice  till  I  saw  you  were  one  of 

"I  must  say,  Sir,"  said  I,  summoning  to  my 
aid  what  I  felt  to  be  a  most  cutting  sarcasm  of 
manner — "I  must  say,  Sir,  that,  considering 
how  short,  has  been  the  acquaintance  which  has 
subsisted  between  us,  it  would  be  extremely  dif- 
ficult for  me  to  show  how  gratefully  I  feel  the 
interest  you  have  taken  in  r 

"Well,  I'm  not  so  sure 
thoughtfully. 

"May  I  ask,  then,  how?" 

"Are  you  sure,  first  of  all,  that  you  wish  to 
show  this  gratitude  you  speak  of?"   < 

"Oh,  Sir,  can  you  possibly  doubt  it? 


of  that,"  said  he, 


_   **I  don't  want  to  doubt  it,  I  want  to  profit  by 

I  made  a  bland  bow  that  might  mean  any 
thing,  but  did  not  speak. 

"  There's  the  way  of  it,"  6nid  he,  boldly. 
"Reggis  has  run  off  with  all  mv  loose  cash,  and 
though  there's  money  waiting  for  me  at  certain 
places,  I  shall  find  it  very  difficult  to  reach 
them.  I  have  come  down  here  on  foot  from 
Wildbad,  and  I  can  make  my  way,  in  the  same 
fashion,  to  Marseilles  or  Genoa;  but  then  comes 
the  difficulty,  and  I  shall  need  about  ten  pound* 
to  get  to  Malta.  Could  you  lend  me  ten  pounds" 
Really,  Sir,"  said  I,  coollv,  "  I  am  amazed 
at  the  innocence  with  which  you  can  make  such 
a  demand  on  the  man  whom  vou  have,  only  a 
few  minutes  back,  so  acutely  depicted  as  an  ad- 
venturer." '      l 

"It  was  for  that  very  reason  I  thought  of  ap- 
plying to  you.  Had  you  been  a  young  fellow  of 
a  certain  tortune,  you'd  have  naturally  been  a 
stranger  to  the  accidents  which  now  and  then 
leave  men  penniless  in  out-of-the  way  places 
and  its  just  as  likely  that  the  first  thought  in 
your  head  would  be,  'Oh,  he's  a  swindler. 
Why  hasn  t  he  his  letters  of  credit  or  his  circu- 
lar notes  ?'  But,  being  exactly  what  I  take  vou 
for,  the  chances  are  you'll  say":  'What  has 'be- 
fallen him  to-day  may  chance  to  me  to-morrow. 
Who  can  tell  the  day  and  the  hour  some  mis- 
hap may  not  overtake  him?  and  so  I'll  just 
help  him  through  it.'" 

"And  that  was  your  calculation?" 

"That  was  my  calculation." 

"How  sorry  I  feel  to  wound  the  marvelous 
gift  yon  seem  to  possess  of  interpreting  charac- 
ter! I  am  really  shocked  to  think  that  for  this 
time,  at  least,  your  acuteness  is  at  fault." 

' '  Wbich  means  that  you'll  not  do  it  ?" 

I  smiled  a  benign  assent. 

He  looked  at  me  for  a  minute  or  more  with  a 
sort  of  blank  incredulity,  and  then,  crossing  his 
arms  on  his  breast,  moved  slowly  down  the  walk 
without  speaking. 

I  can  not  say  how  I  detested  this  man ;  he 
had  offended  me  in  the  very  sorest  part  of  all 
my  nature;  he  had  wounded  the  nicest  sus- 
ceptibility I  possessed;  of  the  pleasant  fancies 
wherewith  I  loved  to  clothe  myself  he  would 
not  leave  me  enough  to  cover  my  nakedness; 
and  yet,  now  that  I  had  resented* his  cool  im- 
pertinence, I  hated  myself  far  more  than  I 
hated  him.  Dignity  and  sarcasm,  forsooth! 
What  a  fine  opportunity  to  display  them,  truly! 
The  man  might  be  rude  and  underbred ;  he  was 
rude  and  underbred;  and  was  that  any  justifi- 
cation for  my  conduct  toward  him?  Why  had 
I  not  had  the  candor  to  say,  "Here's  all  I  pos- 
sess in  the  world;  you  see  yourself  that  I  can 
not  lend  you  ten  pounds."  How  I  wished  I  had 
said  that;  and  how  I  wished,  even  more  ardent- 
ly still,  that  I  had  never  met  him,  never  inter- 
changed speech  with  him! 

"And  why  is  it  that  I  am  offended  with  him 
— simply  because  he  has  discovered  that  I  am 
Potts?"  Now,  these  reflections  were  all  the 
more  bitter,  since  it  was  only  twenty.-fonr  hours 
before  that  I  had  resolved  to  throw  off  delusion 
either  of  myself  or  others;  that  I  would  take 
my  place  in  the  ranks,  and  fight  out  my  battle 
of  life,  a  mere  soldier.  For  this  it  was  that  I 
made  companionship  with  Vaterchen,  walking 
the  high  road  with  that  poor  old  man  of  motley, 
and  actually  speculating — in  a  sort  of  artistic 
way — whether  I  should  not  make  love  to  Tinten- 
fleck! And  if  I  were  sincere  in  all  this,  how 
should  I  feel  wounded  by  the  honest  candor  of 
that  plain-spoken  fellow?  He  wanted  a  favor 
at  my  hands:  he  owned  this;  and  yet,  instead 
of  approaching  me  with  flattery,  he  at  once  as- 
sails the  very  stronghold  of  my  self-esteem,  and 
says,  "No  humbug,  Potts;  at  least,  none  with 
me!"  He  opens  acquaintance  with  me  on  that 
masonic  principle  by  which  the  brotherhood  of 
Poverty  is  maintained  throughout  all  lands  and 
all  peoples,  and  whose  great  maxim  is,  "He 
who  lends  to  the  poor  man  borrows  from  the 

"I'll  go  after  him  at  once,"  said  I,  aloud. 
"  I'll  have  more  talk  with  him.  I'm  much  mis- 
taken if  there's  not  great  stuff  in  that  rugged 
nature." 

When  I  re-entered  the  little  inn  I  fonnd  Va- 
terchen fast  asleep ;  he  had  finished  off  my  de- 
canter on  the  table,  and  lay  breathing  stentori- 
ously,  and  giving  a  long-drawn  whistle  in  his 
snore,  that  smacked  almost  of  apoplexy.  Tin- 
tenfleck was  singing  to  her  guitar  before  a  select 
audience  of  the  inn  servants,  and  Harpar  was 
gone! 

I  gave  the  girl  a  glance  of  rebuke  and  dis- 
pleasure. I  aroused  the  old  man  with  a  kick, 
and  imperiotisly  demanded  my  bill. 

"The  bill  has  been  paid  by  the  other  stran- 
ger," said  the  landlord;  "be  has  settled  every 
thing,  and  left  a  '  trenkgeld'  for  the  servants,  so 
that  you  have  nothing  to  pay." 

I  could  have  almost  cried  with  spite  as  I  heard 
these  words.  It  would  have  been  a  rare  solace 
to  my  feelings  if  I  could  have  put  that  man 
down  for  a  rogue,  and  then  been  able  to  say  to 
myself  how  cleverly  I  had  escaped  the  snares  of 
a  swindler.  But  to  know  now  that  he  was  not 
only  honest  but  liberal,  and  to  think,. besides, 
that  I  had  been  his  guest— eaten  of  his  salt — it 
was  more  than  I  well  could  endure. 

"Which  way  did  he  take?"  asked  I. 

"Round  the  head  of  the  lake  for  Lindau.  I 
told  him  that  the  steamer  would  take  him  there 
to-morrow  for  a  trifle,  but  he  would  not  wait." 

"Ah  me!"  sighed  Vaterchen,  but  half  awake, 
and  with  one  eye  still  closed,  "and  we  are  go. 
ing  to  St.  Gallen." 

"  Who  said  so  V  cried  I,  imperiously.  "  We 
are  going  to  Lindau  ;  at  least,  if  I  be  the  person 
who  gives  orders  here.  Follow!"  And  as  I 
spoke  I  marched  proudly  on,  while  a  slipshod, 
shuffling  noise  of  feet,  and  a  low,  half-smothered 
sob,  told  me  that  they  were  coming  after  me. 
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You  look  like  a  boy  of 
that  name ;  and  a  very 

—  derived  from  the 
French,  perhaps.  Now, 
Mitche,  you  shall  have 
every  thing  you  wish 
for,  on  one  condition. 

"And  pray.  Sir,  what 
is  the  condition?"  Mit- 
che asked. 

"Nothing more  than 
this,"  replied  the  old 
Sea-KIng— "you  must 
only  wish  for  one  thing 


The 
pish  for  any 
tbi  ng  else  what  y 


ment  you  > 


PART  I« 

f  A  litti.k  boy  straj-ed  away  from  home  on  a 
bright  morning  in  December,  and  wandered  down 
by  the  sea-shore.  This  happened  in  California, 
where  many  other  wonderful  things  happen ; 
though  people  are  not  generally  aware  that  little 
boys  stray  from  home  and  wander  by  the  sea-shore 
m  so  new  a  country.  It  must  be  admitted,  how- 
ever, that  this  was  a  very  remarkable  little  boy. 
He  was  about  six  years  of  age,  and  had  a  very 
large  head  and  a  very  small  pair  of  legs.  The 
comers  of  his  mouth,  and  the  corners  of  his  eyes, 
and  the  end  of  his  nose  all  turned  up  at  the  same 


time,  except  when  he  cried,  which  sometimes  hap- 
pened, and  then  they  all  turned  down  at  the  same 
time.  The  toes  of  his  shoes  were  always  kicked 
Ottt  against  little  pebbles  and  stumps,  on  account 
of  a  propensity  this  little  boy  had  for  trying  what 
every  thing  was  made  of;  and  the  knees  of  his 
trowsers  and  elbows  of  his  jacket  seemed  always 
to  be  burst  wide  open  laughing  at  his  bare  toes, 
because  they  looked  so  much  like  little  new  pota- 
toes just  dug  out  of  the  ground.  What  was  still 
more  remarkable,  no  matter  how  many  new  hats 
were  put  on  his  head,  his  hair  grew  so  straight  up 
in  the  middle  that  it  generally  found  oui  a  way  of 
getting  through  the  crown,  and  looking  about  in 
every  direction  as  if  in  search  of  another  hat.  All 
of  which  resulted,  no  doubt,  from  the  wonderful 
genius  of  this  little  boy. 

As  he  was  walking  by  the  sea-shore,  on  that 
pleasant  morning  when  he  strayed  away  from 
home,  he  observed  that  the  sun  was  bright  and 
warm,  and  the  sea  looked  as  smooth  as  glass. 
Said  he  to  himself,  smiling  pleasantly  at  the  idea, 
"  Oh,  if  I  had  every  thing  I  wish  for,  how  happy 
I  would  be !"  A  very  unreasonable  wish,  as  you 
must  admit ;  for  our  little  friend  had  kind  parents, 
and  brothers  and  sisters,  and  every  thing  in  the 
world  that  any  reasonable  boy  of  his  age  ought  to 
have.  Just  as  he  repeated  this  indiscreet  wish  a 
voice,  apparently  from  under  the  rocks,  called  out 
to  him,  "Halloo!  my  little  friend,  tell  me  your 
name,  and  I  will  give  you  whatever  you  wish  for." 
It  was  the  old  King  of  the  Sea  that  spoke.  The 
little  boy  was  startled,  and  no  wonder,  for  at  the 
same  moment  he  heard  a  splashing  in  the  wa- 
ter, and  up  rose  the  oddest  figure  imaginable.  It 
was  that  of  a  very  old  man,  all  covered  with  sea- 
weeds, and  the  salt  brine  dripping  from  his  beard, 
arms,  and  legs.  On  his  head  was  a  crown  made 
of  a  large  conch-shell.  All  the  rest  of  his  costume 
consisted  of  variegated  sea-weeds,  which  seemed  to 
grow  on  him  naturally,  just  as  they  grow  upon  the 
rocks  along  the  sea-shore.  The  face  of  the  old 
Sea-King  was  wrinkled,  partly  by  age  and  partly 
by  exposure  to  bad  weather.  His  nose  was  very 
long,  and  he  had  only  one  eye,  which  seemed  to  be 
made  of  an  oyster-shell  with  a  shining  pebble  fas- 
tened in  the  middle  of  it.  I  am  unable  to  say  what 
happened  to  the  other  eye,  but  imagine  he  must 
have  struck  it  against  a  sharp  rock  one  dark  night 
when  he  was  diving  down  in  search  of  a  star-fish. 

Although  the  little  boy  was  naturally  sLrtled 

when  he  saw  this  odd  figure  standing  before  him 

on  the  rocks,  he  promptly  answered,  "My  name 

air,  is  Mitche!"  ' 

" •ho !"  said  the  old  Sea-King,  "I  thought  so. 


wished  for  will 
In  this,  you  perceive,  I 
go  farther  than  any  of 
the  great  Genii  of 
which  you  read"  in  the 
Story-books.  They  on- 
ly give  Til  hue  wish  its, 
but  I  give  as  many  aa 
you  please  —  only,  one 

of  this  is,  because  I  am 
the  great-grandfather 
of  Neptune,  and  have 
much  more  experience 
in  the  world  than  any 
of  the  Genii  at  present 
known  to  mankind." 

The  little  boy  reflect- 
ed a  while  over  the 
many  thousand  things 
that  ne  was  in  want  of 
— including  kites,  mar- 
bles, tops,  wooden  sol- 
diers, pop -guns,  and 
bows  and  arrows — but 
could  think  of  nothing 
so  desirable  that  some- 
thing else  still  more  at- 
tractive did  not  present 
itself  to  his  mind.  Puz- 
zled with  the  variety  of 
beautiful  things  to  be  had  merely  by  expressing  a 
wish,  he  gazed  out  upon  the  sea  in  search  of  an 
idea  on  the  subject. 

"I  have  it!"  cried  I.  folly;  "the 

sea  is  as  smooth  as  glass !  I  will  go  a-skating  on 
the  water!  Since  you  are  so  kind,  Sir,"  said  he, 
turning  to  the  Sea-King,  "as  to  promise  me  what- 
ever I  desire,  I  will  thank  you  to  furnish  me  with 
a  pair  of  skates  that  will  bear  me  over  the  beauti- 


ful sea !" 

No  sooner  had  he  uttered  these  words  than  the 
skates  were  on  bis  feet,  and  away  he  went  skating 
over  the  bright  blue  sea,  a  thousand  times  faster 
than  ever  a  boy  skated  upon  ice. 

So  delighted  was  he  with  the  sport  that  he  chased 
the  sea-gulls  and  flying-fish  from  island  to  island, 


and  never  stopped  skating  till  he  began  to  grow 
hungry  with  the  exercise.  »  This  is  glorious  fun  !" 
said  Little  Mitche.  "I  could  not  have  wished  for 
any  thing  better.  I  can  now  follow  all  the  great 
ships  that  sail  upon  the  sea,  and  find  out  where 
they  are  going.  However,  I  am  getting  rather 
hungry.  I  wish  I  had  a  piece  of  bread-and-butter." 
In  an  instant  a  piece  of  bread-and-butter  was  in 
his  hand,  but  before  he  could  raise  it  to  his  mouth 
down  he  went  in  the  water;  for,  as  the  old  Sea- 
King  had  told  him,  the  second  wish  had  caused 
what  he  had  first  wished  for  to  vanish.  Poor  Lit- 
tle Mitche  floundered  about  in  the  sea,  crying  for 
help  and  almost  choking  for  breath.  It  was  cer- 
tainly quite  natural  for  him  to  wish  for  bread-and- 
butter  when  he  was  hungry* ;  but  he  should  first 
have  made  sure  of  an  island  or  something  else  to 
stand  upon.  Just  as  he  was  about  to  go  to  the 
bottom  he  cried  out,  "O  great  Sea-King!  please, 
Sir,  send  me  a  boat!"  As  if  by  magic  a  beautiful 
little  boat  appeared  close  by  him,  with  a  rope-lad- 
der hanging  over  the  side.  Of  course  he  lost  no 
time  in  climbing  into  it    "  Dear  me,"  said  he,  all 


dripping  with  salt-water,  "  how  wet  I  am !    I 
"  thought  of  it!    Next  time  I'll  take  good 

t  to  wish  fnr  nno  fh\r>ir  till  T  nan  A*.  „;*i,„.. 


not  to  wish  for  one  thing  till  I 
other.  It  was  verv  careless  of 
the  old  Sea-King  told 


do  without  the 
to  forget  what 


again  in  a  hurry,  for  it  is  certainly  very  unpleas- 


sitting  here  in  wet  clothes— I  wish  I  had  some 

ones'"    No  sooner  had  he  said  this  than  his 

lothes  were  perfectly  dry ;  but  at  the  same  time 


dry 


the  boat  sank  from  under  him,  and  he  1 


floundering  about  again  in  the  sea.  What  an  ab- 
surd Little  Mitche!  to  do  the  very  same  thing  he 
had  just  done  before  and  determined  not  to  do 
again !  As  he  was  about  to  sink  for  the  third  and 
last  time  he  cried  out,  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  "  Oh 
dear  me!  oh  dear!  I  shall  certainly  be  drowned! 
Oh,  if  I  were  only  on  dry  land!"  Sure  enough, 
at  the  very  same  moment  he  was  standing  on  a 
great  desert  of  land,  so  dry  that  not  a  blade  of 
grass  grew  upon  it.  Even  the  lizards,  that  popped 
out  of  the  hoIeB  in  the  ground  to  look  at  him,  could 
not  keep  their  eyes  open,  so  intensely  hot  was  the 
son  ;  and  a  horned  frog,  that  incautiously  exposed 
his  head  to  the  heat,  was  immediately  rendered  in- 
sensible, and  had  to  be  dragged  back  into  his  hole 
by  the  other  horned  frogs  that  lived  with  him. 
Little  Mitche  began  to  burn  up  with  thirst.  "What 
a  horrible  country  this  is!"  said  he,  looking  all 
around;  "nota  tree  or  shrub  to  shield  one's  head 
from  the  sun,  and  not  a  drop  of  water  to  drink.  I 
wish  I  had  a  glass  of  water !"  Instantly  he  found 
himself  hanging  to  a-  glass  filled  with  water ;  but 
there  was  neither  earth  nor  sea  around  him — no- 
thing but  thin  air.  He  imagined  that  he  was  fall- 
ing down  through  the  sky,  and  would  presently 
strike  something— a  very  natural  thing  for  a  little 
boy  to  imagine  under  the  circumstances.  So  he 
cried  out  in  despair,  "Dear me!  I  shall  certainly 
be  killed  falling  from  such  a  height!"  Almost 
any  boy,  with  a  very  large  head  and  a  small  pair 
of  legs  to  balance  it,  would  have  come  to  the  same 
conclusion  at  the  same  height.  "Oh  dear!  oh 
dear!"  cried  Mitche,  "I  see  the  great  big  rocks! 
I  wish  I  had  a  pair  of  wings!"  As  he  said  the 
words  he  found  himself  flapping  about  in  the  air 


with  a  pair  of  big  wings,  just  like  a  crow.  A  por- 
tion of  his  shirt  conveniently  answered  the  pur- 
Eose  of  a  tail.  As  he  was  flying  over  a  corn-field 
e  spied  a  man  with  a  gun,  who  was  apparently  a 
dead  shot  at  crows.  "Now,"  said  Mitche,  "this 
fellow  will  certainly  shoot  me  if  I  come  within 
range  of  his  gun.  He  has  a  very  bad  expression 
of  countenance,  as  well  as  I  can  perceive  at  this 
distance.  But  the  fact  is,  I  am  so  tired  I  must 
light  on  the  fence.  I  do  wish  I  had  a  bow-and- 
arrow,  and  I  would  give  him  a  nop  on  the  head  as 
I  pass  over,  merelv  to  teach  him  how  he  would 
like  to  be  shot  at  if"  he  were  a  crow!"  Exactlj-  as 
he  wished,  the  bow-and-arrow  were  instantl)*  in 
his  hands ;  but  at  the  same  moment,  as  he  might 
well  have  known  had  he  taken  time  for  reflection, 
his  wings  vanished,  and  down  he  tumbled  plump 
on  the  top  of  the  man's  head  !  This  broke  his  fall, 
and  frightened  the  man  very  seriously.  "A  de- 
mon  !  A  fiend  !"  cried  the  man,  clapping  his  hand 
on  the  top  of  his  head,  and  running  awaj-  as  fast 
as  his  legs  would  carry  him.  "A  demon  with 
wings  !  Get  out  of  the  way,  every  body!"  And 
he  ran  so  fast  that  the  people  thought  he  was  a 
madman,  and  all  began  running  in  every  direction 
to  get  out  of  his  way. 

Little  Mitche  sat  upon  the  ground  for  some  time 
thinking  what  lie  would  do  next,  when  a  furious 
wild  bull  came  bellowing  up  the  road.  There  was 
a  tree  close  by,  and  Mitche  knew  verv  well  that 
all  he  had  to  do  was  to  wish  himself  in  the  top  of 
it,  in  order  to  be  perfectly  safe.  This  made  him 
very  brave.  Indeed,  it  would  make  anv  per- 
son brave,  when  threatened  by  an  attack  from  a 
mad  bull,  to  know  that  there  was  a  place  of  se- 
curity elose  at  hand.  Mitche  thought  he  would 
enjoy  a  little  satisfaction  for  the  repeated  frights 
that  he  had  suffered  from  imaginary  attacks  of 
mad  bulls ;  so,  doubling  up  his  fists,  he  stood  out 
in  the  middle  of  the  lane  in  a  defiant  attitude,  and 
called  upon  the  old  bull  to 


liest  brute  I  ever  saw.  No 
doubt  you  think  yourself 
very  strong,  with  that  great 
big  neck,  and  those  sharp 
horns;  but  you  can't  fright- 


tie  hero.  Just  then  Mitche  wished  himself  up 
in  the  top  of  the  tree,  and  there  he  immediately 
was,  quite  safe  from  every  animal  of  the  bull  spe- 
cies. Now  this  made  his  adversary  very  furious. 
"Oh,  you  cowardly  rascal !"  cried' Mitche,  as  the 
bull  bellowed  all  around  the  tree,  tearing  up  the 
earth  and  casting  it  over  his  back  with  rage. 
"  Why  don't  you  come  on  ?  I'm  waiting  for  you  I 
I  only  wish  I  had  a  big  stone  in  my  hand;  I'd'soon 


siiTcn£ 


spoil  your  beauty !"  Upon  which  he  immediately 
found  himself  armed  with  a  stone  so  big  that  he 
could  hardly  carry  it  with  both  hands.  But  alas ! 
the  tree  had  vanished  from  under  him,  and  the 
furious  bull  was  coming  at  him  full  tilt.  The  po- 
sition was  certainly  very  awkward,  and  afforded 
no  time  for  reflection.  'Mitche  took  to  his  heels 
and  ran  away  a  great  deal  faster  than  the  man 


with  the  gun  did  from  the  demon,  shouting 
"  Help !  help  !  Oh  gracious !  I'll  be  gored  to 
death !  The  mad  bull  is  after  me  !  Help  !  Oh, 
I  wish — "  But  before  he  could  wish  any  thing 
the  bull  had  inserted  one  of  his  horns"  in  the 
ragged  part  of  his  trowsers  and  tossed  him  over 
the  fence  into  the  corn-field.  It  was  a  very  fortu- 
nate but  inglorious  termination  of  the  battfe. 
After  all  these  strange  adventures  Miteh6,  as 
Jon  as  the  way  was  clear,  walked  very  soberly 
home.  When  he  arrived  there,  and  related  what 
had  occurred,  he  was  soundly  corrected  by  his  ju- 
dicious Mamma  for  escaping  so  many  dangers, 
and  put  to  bed,  where  he  quickly  forgot  his  trou- 
bles and  fell  fast  asleep.  And  thus  ends  the  first 
part  of  the  Christmas  Story. 
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on,  you  ugly  old  scamp!" 
Of  course  the  bull  couldn't 
stand  this.  No  bull  in  ex- 
istence could  be  insulted  in 
that  way  with  impunity. 
The  enraged  animal  flashed 
fire  out  of  his  eyes,' tore  up 
the  ground,  put  out  his 
great  red  tongue,  and  rush- 
ed full  tilt  at  our  bravo  lit- 


MiTenjs  is  tossed 
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hiin  out  on  the  front 
porch,  where  all  the 
neighbors  likewise  be- 
gan to  assemble;  to  see 
the  wonderful  sight. 
Mitche  was  prouder 
than  any  peacock,  and 
strutted  up  and  down, 
shouting,  "  Bang ! 
bang!  hoom-a-laddie ! 
hoom  !"  And  from 
proud  he  began  to 
£row  even  vainglori- 


would  look  still 
formidable  if  he  had  a 
beautiful  little  live  po- 
ny to  ride  upon.  Just 
as    he    expressed    the 

word  of  this  stor}'  is 
true,  he  was  astride 
of  tne  prettiest  little 
pony  that  mortal  eye 
ever  saw !  But  alas  ! 
alas !  with  shame  I 
tell  it !  At  the  very- 
same  moment  his  suit 
of  soldier  clothes  dis- 
appeared, and  he  was 
stark  naked  riding 
about  before  all  the 
people!  To  make  mat- 
ters worse,  the  pony 
was  a  very  stubborn 
little  animal,  and  took 
a  notion  to  stand 
stock-still,  with  his 
fore-legs  braced  out  to 
keep  himself  from  mo- 
ving an  inch.  Mitche, 
bursting  with  rage  and 
shame,  cried  out  — 
"Ge!  wo!  get  up 


-ll'jt  ;: 


PART  II. 

The  next  morning  was  Christmas.  Bright  and 
early  all  the  children  were  awake.  Now  it  hap- 
pened that  they  began  talking  about  Christmas 
gifts— a  Very  remarkable  thing  for  children  to  talk 
about  on  a  Christmas  morning.  Spenser,  the  el- 
dest, said,  "  If  I  had  only  one  wish,  what  do  you 
think  I  would  wish  for?"  All  the  children  said 
they  didn't  know.  "  I  would  wish,"  said  he,  "for 
the  purse  of  Fortunatus,  which  can  never  be  emp- 
tied, though  you  may  pour  money  out  of  it  every 
day  in  the  year."  Indiscreet  Spenser !  when  you 
might  have  wished  for  a  mustache  that  would 
have  made  a  man  of  you  for  life !  Then  every- 
body asked  May  what  she  would  wish  for.  What 
do  you  think  May  said?  "I  would  wish  for  a 
beautiful  bonnet,  made  of  figured  velvet,  with  a 
border  of  blue  flowers."  Oh,  foolish  little  May ! 
when  you  had  only  one  wish  in  the  world,  and 
might  have  wished  for  a  splendid  pink-satin  dress ! 
Then  the  sleepj-  little  Bruder  woke  up,  and  said, 
"  I'd  like  to  have  another."  "  What !  another  bon- 
net ?"  all  the  children  cried  out,  laughing.  "  No," 
said  Bruder,  rubbing  his  ej-es ;  "  another  new  top. 
I  thought  you  were  talking  of  tops."  Oh,  sleepy 
little  Bruder,  to  wish  for  a  new  top,  when  you  had 
but  one  wish,  and  might  have  wished  for  a  whole 
box  of  paints !  Then  they  all  asked  little  Nina 
what  she  would  wish  for.  "I'd.wish  for  a  new 
bonnet,  just  like  May's,"  said  Nina.  Silly  little 
Nina,  to  throw  away  your  wish  on  a  trifling  bon- 
net, when  you  might  have  had  a  bran-new  set  of 
silver  tea-things !  All  this  time  Little  Mitche  was 
laughing  to  himself,  because  he  knew  he  was  the 
onl}'  one  who  really  could  get  what  he  wished  for. 
Now,  he  thought,  he  would  astonish  all  the  chil- 
dren. "What  do  you  think  Td  wish  for?"  said 
he,  pompously.  Every  body  said  nobody  knew. 
"Well,  guess,"  said  Mitche.  Spenser  guessed  a 
brass  trumpet ;  Mav,  a  humming-top ;  Bruder,  a 
wheel-barrow;  and  "Nina,  a  whirligig.  "None  of 
these,"  said  Mitche'1.  .li-i.iiiifnllv.  "Bang!  don't 
you  hear  the  guns?  I'm  a  soldier!  I'd  wish  to 
be  dressed  in  a  beautiful  suit  of  soldier-clothes  !" 
And  to  the  delight  and  astonishment  of  all  the 
children,  including  the  baby,  up  jumped  Mitche 
out  of  bed  dressed  off  splendidly  in  a  red  suit  of 
soldier-clothes,  with  epaulets  and  brass  buttons  on 


the  coat,  stripes  on  the  pantaloons,  a  pair  of  boote 
that  reach  el  half-way  an  Lis  legs,  and  a  tremen- 
dous shaggy  hat,  wah  u  father  sticking  out  of  the 
top  of  it.  Such  a  formidable-looking  bey-  of  his 
size  never  was  seen  before.  He  strutted  around 
the  room  exactly  like  a  little  bantam  cock,  and, 
indeed,  put  on  such  a  fierce  expression  of  counte- 
nance that  May  and  Nina  were  dreadfullv  fright- 
ened. Mitche  laughed  at  their  groundless  fears, 
and  said,  chivalrously,  "Don't  be  afraid  of  me, 
ladies!  A  soldier  never  hurts  the  ladies.  He 
only  kills  men." 

Now,  all  in  the  house  hearing  the  cries  of  admi- 
ration occasioned  by  the  splendid  appearance  of  our 
Uttlo  gentleman  in  regimentals,  got  up  and  called 


rascal!"  screamed  Mitche,  "if  I  had  a" whip  I'd 
make  you  go!  I  do  wish  I  had  one!"  At  that 
identical  moment  he  felt  a  whip  in  his  hand,  but 
the  pony  had  disappeared  from  under  him,  and  he 
went  hopping  about  on  his  bare  shanks  before  all 
the  people,  flourishing  his  whip  and  wondering 
where  the  pony  was.     So  loud  was  the  laughter 


caused  by  his  odd  appearance  that  he  soon  roared 
out  crying,  and  then  every  body  laughed  louder 
still,  which  so  mortified  this  Ji;d<:  .-ol'dier  that  he 
started  off"  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry-  him  to 
bed,  where  he  covered  up  his  head  in  the  blankets, 


ike  such  an  inglorious  end  of  your  military  ca- 
reer! "It  is  all  owing  to  that  abominable  old 
King  of  the  Sea,"  he  said,  after  he  was  dressed. 
"I  have  had  nothing  but  trouble  ever  since  he 
gave  me  what  I  wished  for.  I  don't  intend  to  wish 
for  any  thing  more  this  blessed  ( 'hn-t  mas-day  !" 

Mitche  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  never  wish- 
ed for  a  single  thing  till  dinner-time,  when  all  the 
family  were  gathered  around  the  table  to  eat  the 
smoking-kot  turkey,  the  nice  inince-pies,  and  the 
great  big  plum-pudding.  It  happened  that  there 
was  no  chair  in  his  place,  and  he  was  very  much 
afraid  if  he  went  in  search  of  a  chair  somebody 
would  take  possession  of  the  vacant  place.  >(  Oh, 
I  do  wish  I  had  a  chair!"  said  lie,  dancing  with 
impatience.  "I  do  wish —  Halloo!  Jim-crackery ! 
what  a  beautiful  chair!"  for  as  sure  as  I  am  tell- 
ing the  exact  truth  he  beheld  at  that  moment, 
conveniently  fixed  at  his  place,  the  prettiest  little 
blue  arm-chair,  with  long  legs,  that 


uiuc  £iiui-L.udii,   wim  »"»'£  *=SOi  fa"  =**-»    ""°  mm*. 

In  a  trice  he  hopped  into  it,  flouris-hing  hU  knife 
and  fork  with  joy.  Every  thing  went  on  splendid- 
ly till  the  plum-pudding  was  brought  on  the  table. 
It  looked  so  nice,  all  speckled  with  raisins  and 
covered  with  sugar-sauce,  and  the  smell  was  so 
perfectly  enchanting,  that  Little  Mitche  could  no 
longer  control  his  impatience.  Indeed,  it  was 
enough  to  make  any  body  impatient— such  a  be- 
witching plum-pudding  as  that!  "Oh  dear!" 
cried  Mitche,  "will  nobody  ever  cut  it  up ?  I  do 
wish  I  had  a  piece  of  that  glorious  plum-pudding 
on  mv  plate!*'  And  lo!  there  it  was,  all  cut  and 
buttered,  exactly  on  the  middle  of  his  plate.    Ki- 
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diculous  Little  Mitche!  WU1  you  be  forever  for- 
getting? Before  he  could  sa/ja^k  Kobinlon  hS 
beautiful  blue  chair  had  vanished  from  under  him, 
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and  he  lay  sprawling'on  the  floor.  In  the  mean 
time,  while  every  body  was  laughing  at  his  mis- 
fortune, the  cat  jumped  upon  the  table  and  ran  off 
with  his  plum-pudding!  Now  did  you  ever  hear 
of  such  an  unfortunate  little  boy?  He  was  con- 
tinually forgetting  what  the  old  Sea-King  had  told 
him.  I  have  no  doubt  you  would  have  been  a 
great  deal  wiser,  my  dear  young  friend,  and  never 
have  wished  for  any  thing  that  you  did  not  feel  a 
strong  desire  to  possess.  To  make  matters  worse, 
instead  of  wishing  to  have  his  plum-pudding  back 
again,  as  any  judicious  boy  would  have  done,  he 
got  so  angry  because  every  body  laughed  at  him, 
that  he  cried  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  "Stop 
laughing  at  me!  I  don't  want  you  to  laugh  at 
meT  I  wish  somebody  would  make  you  all  cry !" 
No  sooner  had  he  said  the  word  than  every  body 
began  to  cry  in  good  earnest.  Papa  cried  so  vio- 
lently that  he  shook  the  roof  of  the  house,  and  the 
tears  ran  down  Mamma's  eyes  at  such  a  rate  that 
she  had  to  catch  them  in  a  big  Chinese  bowl  to 
keep  from  drowning  the  baby ;  Spenser  roared  out 
so  loud  that  the  butcher  came  running  to  see  if 
there  was  a  new  calf  for  sale;  May  sobbed  till  a 
little  river  of  tears  ran  down  from  both  eyes  and 
drowned  three  doll-babies  that  she  had  concealed 
in  her  lap  to  play  with  under  the  table.  Poor  lit- 
tle sleepy  Bruder  sat  with  his  eyes  wide  open,  and 
a  great  tear  as  big  as  an  apple-dumpling  sticking 
straight  out  of  each  corner.  Nina  did  just  the  same 
as  May.  Mitche,  seeing  every  body  in  such  an 
awful  state  of  affliction,  thought  it  was  because  the 
cat  had  run  away  with  his  pudding,  and  his  feel- 
ings were  so  deeply  affected  by  this  sympathy  that 
he  stood  out  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  almost 
doubled  up  with  grief,  with  his  hands  on  his  knees 
and  his  toes  turned  in,  crying  louder  than  any  of 
the  family.  As  for  the  dear  little  baby,  it  shrieked 
at  such  a  rate  that  Mamma  was  obliged  to  give  it 
a  dose  of  paregoric  ;  and  even  the  old  cat.  having 
by  this  time  finished  the  pudding,  mewed  most 
pitifully.  In  short,  you  never  heard  such  a  mel- 
ancholy family  concert.  All  the  neighbors  ran  in 
to  ask  what  was  the  matter:  but  nobody  could 
speak  a  word  on  account  of  the  hard  crying.  What 
made  it  worse,  when  the  neighbors  saw  there  was 
nobody  hurt,  they  thought  every  body  was  crj'ing 
because  there  was  no  more  dinner.  So  they  won- 
dered much,  and  after  crying  a  while  for  sympa- 
thy, went  off  to  tell  their  friends  that  this  unfor- 
tunate family  had  eaten  up  their  Christmas  dinner, 
and  were  all  crying  because  they  could  eat  no 
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hich  was  such  an  unhappy  state  of  affairs 
that  the  whole  village  began  to  cry.  In  the  mean 
time  Little  Mitche  became  frightened  at  the  terri- 
ble uproar  he  had  created,  and  sang  out  with  all 
'  ■ ,  "  Don't  cry  so  any  more !  I  wish  you 
would  all  hush  !"  At" this  every  living  soul  in  the 
room,  including  the  baby,  commenced  whispering 
"Hush!  hush!"  and  such  a  hushing  never  was 
heard  in  this  world.  The  neighbors  ran  in  again, 
and  after  listening  a  while,  said  they  could  hear  no- 
thing. Then  Papa  said  "Hush!"  and  Mamma  said 
"Hush !"  and  Spenser  said  "Hush !"  and  May,  and 
Bruder,  and  Nina,  and  even  the  little  baby  said 
"Hush!"  and  kept  on  saying  "Hush,"  till  the 
neighbors  declared  they  heard  something  under 
the  floor,  and  ran  off  again  frightened  out  of  their 
wits ;  and  when  they  told  the  people  of  the  village 
what  had  occurred,  every  body  was  fright- 
ened, and  declared  the  place  was  haunted. 
Poor  Little  Mitche  thought  it  must  be  a 
grizzly  bear,  and  the  more  Papa  and  Mam- 
ma and  the  children  cried  "Hush!"  the 
worse  he  was  frightened.  At  last  he  could 
stand  it  no  longer,  and  shouted  out, 
"Please  to  stop  hushing!  I  wish  you'd 
all  quit!"  Upon  which  every  body  quit 
the  table,  and  left' little  Mitche  alone  to 
fight  the  erizzlr.  Was  ever  a  poor  boy  so 
tormented?  When  he  found  himself  en- 
tirely alone  he  reflected  seriously  over  his 
troubles,  and  determined  to  go  for  advice 
to  Papa,  whom  he  considered  a  man  of  very 
sound  judgment. 

"  It  all  comes  of  that  hateful  old  Sea- 
King!"  said  he;  "what  do  you  think  I 
ought  to  do,  Papa?" 

Now  Papa,  being  a  man  of  sound  judg- 
ment, reflected  a  moment,  and  then  said, 
"My  son,  you  have  thrown  away  a  great 
many  valuable  wishes  on  trifles.  Why 
don't  you  wish  for  something  worth  having 
—a  handsome  family-carriage,  for  instance, 
in  which  we  might  all  go  traveling . 


Little  Mitche  clapped  his  hands  with  joy,  and 
immediately  wished  for  a  magnificent  fannly-car- 
riage,  which  at  the  very  same  moment  app^eared 
m  place  of  Papa's  house  and  all  the  family  got 
into  it.  But,  lo!  it  would  not  move  an  inch  and 
how  could  it,  for  there  were  no  horses  '  ' 

"Just  as  I  expected,"  said  Mamma-  "to  wish 
for  a  fine  carriage  without  any  horses  to  put  before 
it !  Besides,  you  see  we  have  no  house  to  live  in 
now  i  suppose  we  are  all  to  reside  in  the  carriage 
lor  the  future ! 

Papa  looked  rather  blank  at  the  result  of  his 
wish,  and  thought  a  carriage  would  certainly  be  a 
little  inconvenient  as  a  permanent  place  of  re?i- 
aence.  Amy  Mamma,  having  much  more  iudK- 
umphantly^         ^  thCEe  matters>  remarked,  tn- 

"I  hope  you  will  admit  now  that  men  don't 

wen  some  sense  m  it— a  sewing-machine   for  in- 
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Papa  like  the  Irishman,  thought  he  had  a  .rood 

Little  Urn-he'  iv,,s  delighted  at  the  idea  of  a  sew- 
ug-ma, hme,  and  immediately  wished  his  Mamma 

seated  on  the  ground  around  a  beautiful  wwwS 
machine !  Papa  puffed  his  cigar  quietly,  and  mut- 
tered something  about  taking  board  and  locbW 
under  the  machine,  and  sleeping  on  f,  '  :'  d"rS 
mg  the  warm  December  nights  to  keep  himself 
cool— and  perhaps  Mamma  could  sew  &{ 
up  in  a  big  bag  every  night  and  hang  them  on  a 
tree  to  keep  the  gophers  from  running  away  with 
them.  Here  all  the  children  clapped  their  hands 
and  laughed  so  heartily  that  Mamma  was  obliged 
to  smile  at  Papa's  foolishness.  However,  thoueh 
she  did  not  choose  to  admit  it,  the  fact  was  evident 
that  a  sewing-machine  would  be  even  a  more  in- 
convenient place  of  residence  than  a  carriage  and 
Mitche  very  sensibly  wished  for  the  house  back 
again  just  as  it  stood  before ;  in  which,  of  course 
he  was  at  once  gratified. 

He  now  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  Sea- 
King  was  not  to  be  trusted,  since  both  old  and 
young  derived  nothing  but  trouble  from  the  gift  of 
wishing;  so  he  retired  into  the  library  to  study 
what  ought  to  be  done.  After  turning  the  whole 
business  over  in  his  mind  a  happy  thought  struck 
him.  He  would  wish  the  old  Sea-King  to  be  pres- 
ent, and  then  get  Papa  to  give  him  a  good  beating  - 
for  Mitche,  like  many  other  little  bovs,  had  an 
idea  that  his  Papa  could  whip  any  body  in  the 
world.  "Oh,  it  will  lie  such  line  fun,"  said  he 
clapping  his  hands  joyfully,  "to  see  the  old  fellow 
jumping  about  and  shouting  with  pain !  Oh,  I 
wish  Papa  were  here!"  At  that  moment  Papa 
stood  exactly  before  him.  Mitche  was  enchanted. 
"Oh,  Papa,  can't  you  punish  the  old  Sea-Kin g  for 
troubling  me!"  "  To  be  sure,  Mitche,  where  i<  he  : 
I'll  give  him  a  good  flogging."  Mitche  looked  all 
around;  but  of  course  the  old  Sea-King  was  not 
there.  Then  he  thought  a  while,  and  said,  "  I  just 
wish  he  would  pop  in  here !"  "  Ho,  ho !"  cried  a 
voice  like  the  grating  of  sea-shells  on  a  gravelly 
shore,  "Ho,  ho!  my  fine  little  fellow!  I  think 
you  said  you  wanted  me?"  Mitche  turned  around, 
and  saw,  standing  before  him,  all  dripping  with 
salt-water,  the  venerable  King  of  the  Sea. 

"  Now,  Papa !"  cried  Mitche,  in  triumph.  .But, 
of  course,  Papa  bad  vanished! 

"And  pray,  my  little  man,"  said  the  old  Sea- 
King,  with  a  sly  leer,  "what  do  you  want  with 
your  Papa  ?" 

Mitche  was  terribly  frightened  to  find  himself 
alone  with  this  shaggy  old  monster,  and  replied, 
in  a  faltering  voice : 

"I  thought,  Sir,  that  your  kind  services  merited 
some  reward,  and  I  merely  wanted  my  Papa  to 
give  it  to  vou," 

"Ho,h6!  Well,  never  mind!  We'll  excuse  him 
this  time.  Take  heart,  my  little  friend,"  said  the 
Monster;  "I  won't  hurt  you.  I  never  hurt  fine  lit- 
tle boys  who  tell  the  truth,  But  really  I  must  go 
and  attend  to  my  chickens.  They  are  flying  all 
about  perfectly  wild  over  the  sea.  Is  there  any 
thing  else  you  would  like?" 

At  this  Mitche  took  courage  and  said  :  "  Please, 
good  Sir,  will  you  be  so  kind  as  to  take  back  the 
gift  of  having  whatever  I  wish  for  that  you  gave 
me  on  the  sea-shore?  It  has  brought  me  nothing 
but  trouble."  At  this  the  old  Sea-King  shook  his 
sides  with  laughter,  so  that  the  salt-water  ran 
down  all  over  the  floor.  As  soon  as  he  could 
speak  he  turned  his  great  oyster  eye  on  Mitche 
and  said,  in  a  voice  of  becoming  gravity,  "Very 
well,  my  little  friend,  as  you  please.  'Just  call 
upon  me  again  when  you  want  any  thing.  But 
always  bear  this  in  niind:  If  little  children  had 
every  thing  they  wish  for.  they  would  be  very  un- 
happy. God  gives  all  little  children  quite  as  much 
as  they  deserve;  anv  thing  more  would  do  them 
harm  instead  of  good.  Of  course,"  continued  the 
old  Sea-King,  rolling  his  oyster  eye  all  around, 
and  chuckling  to  himself,  "of  course  the  case  H 
quite  different  with  grown  people.  Being  very 
judicious  on  account  of  their  superior  age  and  ex- 
perience, they  never  wish  for  foolish  things  which 
thev  ought  not  to  have,  as  innocent  little  children 
do/  Ho,  ho !  eood-by,  Mitche !"  Saying  this,  thf 
jolly  old  Sea-King  gave  one  roar  of  laughter  that 
sounded  like  the  dancing  of  waves  over  a  thousano 
rocks — and  vanished  in  a  cloud  of  spray. 

After  all  these  wonderful  adventures  Little 
Mitche  fell  asleep  and  was  put  to  bed ;  and  so 
ends  our  Christmas  Story. 
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song. 


Wirr  did  I  give  my  heart  away, 
Garo  it  so  lightly,  gave  it  to  pay 
For  a  pleasant  dream  on  a  summer's  day? 

I  Icare  roy  mother  dear, 
with  nerer  a  donbt  or  fear, 
who  has  left  me  without  a  tear? 


Why  did 
Left  her 
For  him 

Why  not 
Thai  Id 
Than  go 


belicTe  the  words  they  said, 
better  be  lying  cold  and  dead, 
with  ono  whom  I'd  never  wed? 

1  I  love?    I  did  not  know 
ely  passing  years  would  show 
could  bring  me  nothing  but  woo. 


Why  did  I  gire  my  heart  away, 
Gave  it  so  rashly,  gave  it  to  pay 
For  a  false  sweet  smile  one  summer's  day? 


[Entered  aee»-.r  iin>  • 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

It  is  a  most  miserable  tiling  to  feci  ashamed 
of  home.  There  may  be  black  ingratitude  in 
the  thing,  and  the  punishment  may  be  retribu- 
tive and  well  deserved ;  but  that  it  is  a  misera- 
ble thing,  I  can  testify. 

Homo  had  never  been  a  very  pleasant  place  to 
me,  because  of  my  sister's  temper.  But  Joe  had 
sanctified  it,  and  I  had  believed  in  it.  I  had 
believed  in  the  best  parlor  as  a  most  elegant 
saloon ;  I  had  believed  in  the  front  door  as  a 
mysterious  portal  of  the  Temple  of  State  whose 
solemn  opening  was  attended  with  a  sacrifice  of 
roast  fowls ;  I  had  believed  in  the  kitchen  as  a 
chaste  though  not  magnificent  apartment ;  I 
had  believed  in  the  forge  as  the  glowing  road  to 
manhood  and  independence.  Within  a  single 
year  all  this  was  changed.  Now  it  was  all 
coarse  and  common,  and  I  would  not  have  had 
Miss  Havisham  and  Estclla  sec  it  on  any  ac- 
count. 

How  much  of  my  ungracious  condition  of 
mind  may  have  been  my  own  fault,  how  much 
Miss  Havisham's,  how  much  my  sister's,  is  now 
of  no  moment  to  me  or  to  any  one.  The  change 
was  made  in  me ;  the  thing  was  done.  Well  or 
ill  done,  excusably  or  inexcusably,  it  was  done. 

Once  it  had  seemed  to  rae  that  when  I  should 
at  last  roll  up  my  shirt-sleeves  and  go  into  the 
forge,  Joe's  'prentice,  I  should  be  distinguished 
and  happy.  Now  the  reality  was  in  my  hold,  I 
only  felt  that  I  was  dusty  with  the  dust  of  small- 
coal,  and  that  I  had  a  weight  upon  my  daily  re- 
membrance to  which  the  anvil  was  a  feather. 
There  have  been  occasions  in  my  later  life  (I 
suppose  as  in  most  lives)  when  I  have  felt  for  a 
time  as  if  a  thick  curtain  had  fallen  on  all  its 
interest  and  romance,  to  shut  me  out  from  any 
thing  save  dull  endurance  any  more.  Never 
has  that  curtain  dropped  so  heavy  and  blank  as 
when  my  way  in  life  lay  stretched  out  straight 
before  me  through  the  newly-entered  road  of 
apprenticeship  to  Joe. 

I  remember  that  at  a  later  period  of  my 
"time"  I  used  to  stand  about  the  church-yard 
on  Sunday  evenings  when  night  was  falling, 
comparing  my  own  perspective  with  the  windy 
marsh  view,  and  making  out  some  likeness  be- 
tween them  by  thinking  how  flat  and  low  both 
were,  and  how  on  both  there  came  an  unknown 
way  and  a  dark  mist  and  then  the  sea.  I  was 
quite  as  dejected  on  the  first  working-day  of  my 
apprenticeship  as  in  that  after-time ;  but  I  am 
glad  to  know  that  I  never  breathed  a  murmur 
to  Joe  while  my  indentures  lasted.  It  is  about 
the  only  thing  I  am  glad  to  know  of  myself  in 
that  connection. 

For,  though  it  includes  what  I  proceed  to  add, 
all  the  merit  of  what  I  proceed  to  add  was  Joes 
It  was  not  because  I  was  faithful,  but  because 
Joe  was  faithful,  that  I  never  ran  away  and  went 
for  a  soldier  or  a  sailor.  It  was  not  because  I 
had  a  strong  tense  of  the  virtue  of  industry  but 
because  Joe  had  a  strong  sense  of  the  virtue  of 
industry,  that  I  worked  with  tolerable  zeal 
against  the  grain.  It  is  not  possible  to  know 
how  far  the  influence  of  any  amiable  honest- 
hearted  duty-doing  man  flies  out  into  the  world  - 
but  it  is  very  possible  to  know  how  it  has 
touched  one's  self  in  going  by,  and  I  know  right 
well  that  any  good  that  intermixed  itself  with 
came  of  plain  contented  Joe 

v^;t  *  r-sil<^'v  umpiring  discontented  me. 

What  I  wanted  who  can  say?    How  can  / 

that  in  some  unlucky  hour  I,  being  at  mv  grimi 
est  and  commonest,  should  lift  np  mv  eve?  and 
see  EsteOa  looking  in  at  one  of  the  wooden  win 

part  of  my  work,  and  wouul  3f  *£  £"5d 
despise  me.  Often  after  dark,  wc  "? 
mg  the  bellows  for  Joe  and  we  were  ri,  2EJ  i 
Clem,  and  when  the  thought  how  we^l°  0 
sing _>t  at  Ufa  Havisham's  would  seem  to  snow 
mo  Lstellas  face  in  the  Are  witf  her  pretty  E 
Buttering  m  the  wind  and  her  eyes  scorning  me 
-often  at  such  a  time  I  would  look  toward 


those  panels  of  black  night  in  the  wall  which 
the  wooden  windows  then  were,  and  would  fan- 
cy that  I  saw  her  just  drawing  her  face  away, 
and  would  believe  that  she  had  come  at  last. 
After  that,  when  we  went  into  supper,  the 

{dace  and  the  meal  would  have  a  more  homely 
ook  than  ever,  and  I  would  feel  more  ashamed 
of  homo  than  ever  in  my  own  ungracious  breast. 


CHAPTER  XTV. 
As  I  was  getting  too  big  for  Mr.  Wopsle's 
great  aunt's  room,  my  education  under  that  pre- 
posterous female  terminated.  Not,  however, 
until  Biddy  had  imparted  to  me  every  thing  she 
knew,  from  the  little  catalogue  of  prices  to  a 
comic  song  she  had  once  bought  for  a  half- 
penny. Although  the  only  coherent  part  of  the 
latter  piece  of  literature  were  the  open  lines, 
When  I  went  to  Lunnon  town  elra 

Too  nil  loo  nil 
Too  ml  loo  rul 
Wasn't  I  dooe  very  brown  nlra 

Too  nil  loo  rul 
Too  rul  loo  rul 

still,  in  my  desire  to  be  wiser,  I  got  this  com- 
position by  heart  with  the  utmost  gravity ;  nor 
do  I  recollect  that  I  questioned  its  merit,  except 
that  I  thought  (as  I  still  do)  the  amount  of  Too 
rul  somewhat  in  excess  of  the  poetry.  In  my 
hunger  for  information  I  made  proposals  to  Mr. 
Wopsle  to  bestow  some  intellectual  crumbs  npon 
me:  with  which  he  kindly  complied.  As  it 
turned  out,  however,  that  he  only  wanted  me 
for  a  dramatic  lay  figure,  to  be  contradicted  and 
embraced  and  wept  over  and  bullied  and  clutched 
and  stabbed  and  knocked  about  in  a  variety  of 
ways,  I  soon  declined  that  course  of  instruction  ; 
though  not  until  Mr.  Wopsle  in  his  poetic  fury 
had  severely  mauled  me. 

Whatever  I  acquired  I  tried  to  impart  to  Joe. 
This  statement  sounds  so  well  that  I  can  not  in 
my  conscience  let  it  pass  unexplained.  I  want- 
ed to  make  Joe  less  ignorant  and  common,  that 
he  might  be  worthier  of  my  society  and  less  open 
to  Estella's  reproach. 

The  old  Battery  out  on  the  marshes  was  our 
place  of  study,  and  a  broken  slate  and  a  short 
piece  of  slate-pencil  were  our  educational  imple- 
ments: to  which  Joe  always  added  a  pipe  of 
tobacco.  I  never  knew  Joe  to  remember  any 
thing  from  one  Sunday  to  another,  or  to  acquire, 
under  my  tuition,  any  piece  of  information  what- 
ever. Yet  he  would  smoke  his  pipe  at  the  Bat- 
tery with  a  far  more  sagacious  air  than  any 
where  else — I  would  even  say  with  a  learned 
air — as  if  he  considered  himself  to  be  advancing 
immensely.     Dear  fellow,  I  hope  he  did. 

It  was  pleasant  and  quiet  out  there,  with  the 
sails  on  the  river  passing  beyond  the  earth-work, 
and  sometimes,  when  the  tide  was  low,  looking 
as  if  they  belonged  to  sunken  ships  that  were 
still  sailing  on  at  the  bottom  of  the  water. 
Whenever  I  watched  the  vessels  standing  ont 
to  sea  with  their  white  sails  spread,  I  somehow 
thought  of  Miss  Havisham  and  Estella ;  and 
whenever  the  light  struck  aslant  afar  off,  upon 
a  cloud  or  sail  or  green  hill-side  or  water-line,  it 
was  just  the  same.  Miss  Havisham  and  Eetella 
and  the  strange  house  and  the  strange  lift  ap- 
peared to  have  something  to  do  with  every  thing 
that  was  picturesque. 

One  Sunday  when  Joe,  greatly  enjoying  his 
pipe,  had  so  plumed  himself  on  being  "most 
awful  dull,"  that  I  had  given  him  up  for  the 
day,  I  lay  on  the  earthwork  for  some  time  with 
my  chin  on  my  hand  descrying  traces  of  Miss 
Havisham  and  Estclla  all  over  the  prospect,  in 
the  sky  and  in  the  water,  until  at  last  I  resolved 
to  mention  a  thought  concerning  them  that  had 
been  much  in  my  head. 

"Joe,"  said  I;  "don't  yon  think  I  ought  to 
make  Miss  Havisham  a  visit?" 

"Well,  Pip,"  returned  Joe,  slowly  consider- 
ing.    "What  for?" 

"What  for,  Joe?  What  is  any  visit  made 
for?" 

"There  is  some  wisits  pYaps,"  said  Joe,  "as 
for  ever  remains  open  to  the  question,  Pip.  But 
in  regard  of  wisiting  Miss  Havisham.  She  might 
think  you  wanted  something — expected  some- 
thing of  her." 

"Don't  you  think  I  might  say  that  I  did  not, 
Joe?" 

"Yon  might,  old  chap,"  said  Joe.  "And 
she  might  credit  it.     Similarly  she  mightn't." 

Joe  felt,  as  I  did,  that  he  had  made  a  point 
there,  and  he  pulled  hard  at  his  pipe  to  keep 
himself  from  weakening  it  by  repetition. 

"You  see,  Pip,"  Joe  pursued,  as  soon  as  he 
was  past  that  danger,  ' *  Miss  Havisham  done  the 
handsome  thing  by  yon.  When  Miss  Havisham 
done  the  handsome  thing  by  you,  she  called  me 
back  to  say  to  me  as  that  were  all." 

"Yes,  Joe.    I  heard  her." 

"All,"  Joe  repeated,  very  emphatically. 

"Yes,  Joe.     I  tell  you,  I  heard  her." 

"Which  I  meantersay,  Pip,  it  might  be  that 
her  meaning  were— Make  a  end  on  it !— As  you 
was! — Me  to  the  North  and  you  to  the  South! 
— Keep  in  sunders!" 

I  had  thought  of  that  too,  and  it  was  very  far 
from  comforting  to  me  to  find  that  he  had 
thought  of  it ;  for  it  seemed  to  render  it  moro 
probable. 

"But,  Joe." 

"Yes,  old  chap." 

"  Here  am  I,  getting  on  in  the  first  vear  of 
my  time,  and  since  the  dav  of  mv  being  bound 
I  have  never  thanked  Miss  Havisham,  or  asked 
after  her,  or  shown  that  I  remember  her." 

"That's  true,  Pip;  and  unless  you  was  to 
turn  her  out  a  set  of  shoes  all  four  round— and 
which  I  meantersay  as  even  a  set  of  shoes  all 
four  round  might  not  act  acceptable  as  a  pres- 
ent, in  a  total  wacancy  of  hoofs — " 

"I  don't  mean  that  sort  of  remembrance, 
Joe;  I  don't  meant  a  present." 

Bat  Joe  had  got  the  idea  of  a  present  in  bis 


head  and  must  harp  npon  it.  "Or  even,"  said 
he,  "if  yo«  was  helped  to  knocking  her  up  a 
new  chain  for  the  front  door— or  say  a  gross  or 
two  of  shark-headed  screws  for  general  use— or 
somo  light  fancy  article,  such  as  a  toasting-fork 
when  she  took  her  muffins— or  a  gridiron  when 
she  took  a  sprat  or  such  like — " 

"I  don't  mean  any  present  at  all,  Joe,"  I  in- 


Well,"  said  Joe,  still  harping  on  it  as  though 
I  had  particularly  pressed  it,  "  if  I  was  yourself, 
Pip,  I  wouldn't.  No,  I  would  no*.  For  what's 
a  door-chain  when  she's  got  one  always  np? 
And  shark-headers  is  open  to  misrepresenta- 
tions. And  if  it  was  a  toasting-fork,  you'd  go 
into  brass  and  do  yourself  no  credit.  And  the 
oncommonest  workman  can't  show  himself  on- 
common  in  a  gridiron — for  a  gridiron  is  a  grid- 
iron," said  Joe,  steadfastly  impressing  it  upon 
me,  as  if  he  were  endeavoring  to  rouse  me  from 
a  fixed  delusion,  "and  you  may  haim  at  what 
you  like,  but  a  gridiron  it  will  come  ont,  either 
by  your  leave  or  again  your  leave,  and  yon 
can  t  help  yourself — " 

"My  dear  Joe,"  I  cried,  in  desperation,  tak- 
ing hold  of  his  coat,  "don't  go  on  in  that  way. 
I  never  thought  of  making  Miss  Havisham  any 
present." 

"No,  Pip,"  Joo  assented,  as  if  he  had  been 
contending  for  that  all  along ;  "and  what  I  say 
to  you  is,  you  are  right,  Pip." 

"Yes,  Joe;  but  what  I  wanted  to  say  was, 
that  as  we  oro  rather  slack  just  now,  if  you 
could  give  me  a  half  holiday  to-morrow,  I  think 
I  would  go  up  town  and  make  a  call  on  Miss 
Est — Havisham. " 

"Which  her  name,"  said  Joe,  gravely,  "ain't 
Estavisham,  Pip,  unless  she  have  been  rechris- 
'ened." 

"I  know,  Joe,  I  know.  It  was  a  slip  of 
mine.     What  do  you  think  of  it,  Joe?" 

In  brief,  Joe  thought  that  if  I  thought  well 
of  it,  he  thought  well  of  it.  But  he  was  par- 
ticular in  stipulating  that  if  I  were  not  received 
with  cordiality,  or  if  I  were  not  encouraged  to 
repeat  my  visit  as  a  visit  which  had  no  ulterior 
object  but  was  simply  one  of  gratitude  for  a  fa- 
vor received,  then  this  experimental  trip  should 
have  no  successor.  By  these  conditions  I  prom- 
ised to  abide. 

Now  Joe  kept  a  journeyman  at  weekly  wages 
whose  name  was  Orlick.  He  pretended  that  his 
Christian  name  was  Dolge — a  clear  impossibility 
— but  he  was  a  fellow  of  that  obstinate  disposi- 
tion that  I  believe  him  to  have  been  the  prey  of 
no  delusion  in  this  particular,  but  willfully  to 
have  imposed  that  name  upon  the  village  as  an 
affront  to  its  understanding.  He  was  a  broad- 
shouldered,  loose-limbed,  swarthy  fellow  of  great 
strength,  never  in  a  hurry,  and  always  slouch- 
ing. He  never  even  seemed  to  come  to  his 
work  on  purpose,  but  would  slouch  in  as  if  by 
mere  accident;  and  when  he  went  to  the  Jolly 
Bargeman  to  eat  his  dinner,  or  went  away  at 
night,  he  would  slouch  out  like  Cain  or  the 
Wandering  Jew,  as  if  he  had  no  idea  where  he 
was  going  and  no  intention  of  ever  coming  back. 
He  lodged  at  a  sluice-keeper's  out  on  the  marsh- 
es, and  on  working  days- would  come  slouching 
from  his  hermitage,  with  his  hands  in  his  pock- 
ets and  his  dinner  loosely  tied  in  a  bundle  round 
his  neck  and  dangling  on  his  back.  On  Sun- 
days he  mostly  lay  all  day  on  sluice  gates,  or 
stood  against  ricks  and  barns.  He  always 
slouched,  locomotively,  with  his  eyes  on  the 
ground ;  and,  when  accosted  or  otherwise  re- 
quired to  raise  them,  he  looked  pp  in  a  half  re- 
sentful, half  puzzled  way,  as  though  the  only 
thought  he  ever  had,  was,  that  it  was  rather  an 
odd  and  injurious  fact  that  he  should  never  be 
thinking. 

This  morose  journeyman  had  no  liking  for 
me.  When  I  was  very  small  and  timid,  he 
gave  me  to  understand  that  the  Devil  lived  in  a 
black  corner  of  the  forge,  and  that  he  knew  the 
fiend  very  well :  also  that  it  was  necessary  to 
make  up  the  fire  once  in  every  seven  years  with 
a  live  boy,  and  that  I  might  consider  myself 
fuel.  Wjicn  I  became  Joe's  'prentice,  he  was 
perhaps  confirmed  in  some  suspicion  that  I 
should  displace  him ;  howbeit,  he  liked  me  still 
less.  Not  that  he  ever  said  any  tiling,  or  did 
any  thing,  openly  importing  hostility;  I  only 
noticed  that  ho  always  beat  his  sparks  in  my  di- 
rection, and  that  whenever  I  sang  Old  Clem  he 
came  in  ont  of  time. 

Dolge  Orlick  was  at  work  and  present,  next 
day,  when  I  reminded  Joe  of  my  half-holiday. 
He  said  nothing  at  the  moment,  for  he  and  Joe 
had  just  got  a  piece  of  hot  iron  between  them 
and  I  was  at  the  bellows ;  but  by-and-by  he  said, 
leaning  on  his  hammer : 

"Now,  master!  Sure  you're  not  a  going  to 
favor  only  one  of  us.  If  Young  Pip  has  a  half- 
holiday,  do  as  much  for  Old  Orlick."  I  suppose 
he  was  about  five-and-twenty,  but  he  usually 
spoke  of  himself  as  an  ancient  person. 

"Why,  what'll  you  do  with  a  half-holiday,  if 
you  get  it?"  said  Joe. 

"  What'll  I  do  with  it!  What'll  he  do  with 
it?    I'll  do  as  much  with  it  as  him,"  said  Orlick. 

"  As  to  Pip,  he's  going  up  town,"  said  Joe. 
Well,  then,  as  to  Old  Orlick,  Ac's  going  up 
n,"  retorted  that  worthy.     "Two  can  go  up 
town.    Tan't  only  one  wot  can  go  up  town." 

"Don't  lose  your  temper,"  said  Joe. 

"Shall  if  I  like,"  growled  Orlick.  "Some 
and  their  up-towning !  Now,  master!  Corned 
No  favoring  in  this  shop.     Be  a  man." 

The  master  refusing  to  entertain  the  subject 
until  the  journeyman  was  in  a  better  temper, 
Orlick  plnnged  at  the  furnace,  drew  out  a  red- 
hot  bar,  made  at  me  with  it  as  if  he  were  going 
to  mn  it  through  my  body,  whisked  it  round  mv 
head,  laid  it  on  the  anvil,  hammered  it  out — as 
if  it  were  I,  I  thought,  and  the  sparks  wore  my 
spirting  blood— and  finally  said,  when  he  had 
hammered  himself  hot  and  the  iron  cold,  and 
he  again  leaned  on  bis  hammer : 


tow 


"Now,  master!" 

"Are  yon  all  right  now?"  demanded  Joe. 

"  Ah !  I  am  all  right,"  said  gruff  Old  Orlick. 

"Then,  as  in  general  you  stick  to  your  work 
as  well  as  most  men," said  Joe,  "let  it  be  a  half- 
holiday  for  all." 

My  sister  had  been  standing  silent  in  the  yard, 
within  hearing — she  was  a  most  unscrupulous 
spy  and  listener — and  she  instantly  looked  in  at 
one  of  the  windows. 

"Like  you,  you  fool!"  said  she  to  Joe,  "giv- 
ing holidays  to  great  idle  hulkers  like  that. 
You  are  a  rich  man,  upon  my  life,  to  waste  wa- 
ges in  that  way.     I  wish  /was  his  master  1" 

"You'd  be  everybody's  master,  if  you  durst," 
retorted  Orlick,  with  an  ill-favored  grin. 

("  Let  her  alone,"  said  Joe.) 

"I'd  be  a  match  for  all  noodles  and  all 
rogues,"  returned  my  sister,  beginning  to  work 
herself  into  a  mighty  rage.  "  And  I  couldn't 
be  a  match  for  the  noodles  without  being  a  match 
for  your  master,  who's  the  dunder-headed  king 
of  the  noodles.  And  I  couldn't  be  a  match  for 
the  rogues,  without  being  a  match  for  you,  who 
are  the  blackest-looking  and  the  worst  rogue  be- 
tween this  and  France.     Now!" 

"You're  a  foul  shrew,  Mother  Gargery," 
growled  the  journeyman.  "If  that  makes  a 
judge  of  rogues,  you  ought  to  be  a  good'un." 

("Let  her  alone,  will  yon?"  said  Joe.) 

"What  did  you  say?"  cried  my  sister,  begin- 
ning to  scream.  ""What  did  you  say?  What 
did  that  fellow  Orlick  say  to  me,  Pip?  What 
did  he  call  me,  with  my  husband  standing  by? 
01  O!  O!"  Each  of  these  exclamations  was  a 
shriek ;  and  I  must  remark  of  my  sister,  what 
is  equally  true  of  all  the  violent  women  I  have 
ever  seen,  that  passion  was  no  excuse  for  her, 
because  it  is  undeniable  that,  instead  of  lapsing 
into  passion,  she  consciously  and  deliberately 
took  extraordinary  pains  to  force  herself  into  it, 
and  became  blindly  furious  by  regular  stages; 
"what  was  the  name  he  gave  me  before  the 
base  man  who  swore  to  defend  me  ?  O !  Hold 
me!     O!" 

"  Ah-h-h !"  growled  the  journeyman,  between 
his  teeth,  "I'd  hold  you,  if  you  was  my  wife. 
I'd  hold  voa  under. the  pump,  and  choke  it  out 
of  yon." 

("I  tell  you,  let  her  alone,"said  Joe.) 

"  0 !  To  hear  him !"  cried  my  sister,  with  a 
clap  of  her  hands  and  a  scream  together — which 
was  her  next  stage.  "To  hear  the  names  he's 
giving  me!  That  Orlick!  In  my  own  house! 
Me,  a  married  woman!  With  my  husband 
standing  by!  O!  O!"  Here  my  sister,  after  a 
fit  of  clappings  and  screamings,  beat  her  hands 
upon  her  bosom  and  upon  her  knee3,  and  threw 
her  cap  off  and  pulled  her  hair  down — which 
were  the  last  stages  on  her- road  to  frenzy.  Be- 
ing by  this  time  a  perfect  Fury  and  a  complete 
success,  she  made  a  dash  at  the  door,  which  I 
had  fortunately  locked. 

What  could  the  wretched  Joe  do  now,  after 
his  disregarded  parenthetical  interruptions,  but 
stand  up  to  his  journeyman  and  ask  him  what  he 
meant  by  interfering  betwixt  himself  and  Mrs. 
Joe ;  and  further,  whether  he  was  man  enough 
to  come  on?  Old  Orlick  felt  that  the  situation 
admitted  of  nothing  less  than  coming  on,  and 
was  on  his  defense  straightway;  so,  without  so 
much  as  pulling  off  their  singed  and  burned 
aprons,  they  went  at  one  another  like  two  giants. 
But  if  any  man  in  that  neighborhood  could 
stand  np  long  against  Joe  I  never  saw  the  man. 
Orlick,  as  if  he  had  been  of  no  more  acconnt 
than  the  pale  young  gentleman,  was  very  soon 
among  the  coal-dust  and  in  no  hurry  to  come 
out  of  it.  Then  Joe  unlocked  the  door  and 
picked  up  my  sister,  who  had  dropped  insensible 
at  the  window  (but  who  had  seen  the  fight  first, 
I  think),  and  who  was  carried  into  the  house  and 
laid  down,  and  who  was  recommended  to  revive, 
and  would  do  nothing  bnt  struggle  and  clench 
her  hands  in  Joe's  hair.  Then  came  that  singu- 
lar calm  and  silence  which  succeed  all  uproars; 
and  then,  with  the  vague  sensation  which  I  have 
always  connected  with  that  lull — namely,  that  it 
was  Sunday,  and  somebody  was  dead — I  went 
up  stairs  to  dress  myself. 

When  I  came  down  again  I  found  Joe  and 
Orlick  sweeping  up,  without  any  other  traces  of 
discomposure  than  a  slit  in  one  of  Orlick's  nos- 
trils, which  was  neither  expressive  nor  ornament- 
al. A  pot  of  beer  had  appeared  from  the  Jolly 
Bargemen,  and  they  were  sharing  it  by  turns  in 
a  peaceable  manner.  The  lull  had  a  sedative 
and  philosophic  influence  on  Joe,  who  followed 
me  out  into  the  road  to  say,  as  a  parting  observa- 
tion that  might  do  me  good,  "  On  the  Kampage, 
Pip,  and  off  the  Rampage,  Pip — such  is  Life]" 

With  what  absurd  emotions  (for  we  think  the 
feelings  that  are  very  serious  in  a  man  quite 
comical  in  a  boy)  I  found  myself  again  going  to 
Miss  Havisham's  matters  little  here.  Nor  how 
I  passed  and  repassed  the  gate  many  times  be- 
fore I  could  make  np  my  mind  to  ring ;  nor 
how  I  debated  whether  I  should  go  away  with- 
out ringing;  nor  how  I  should  undoubtedly 
have  gone,  if  my  time  had  been  my  own  to 
come  back. 

Miss  Sarah  Pocket  came  to  the  gate.  No  Es- 
tclla. 

"How,  then?  You  here  again?"  said  Miss 
Pocket.     "What  do  you  want?" 

When  I  said  that  I  only  came  to  see  how- 
Miss  Havisham  was,  Sarah  evidently  deliberated 
whether  or  no  she  should  send  me  about  my 
business.  But  unwilling  to  hazard  the  respons- 
ibility, she  let  me  in,  and  presently  brought 
the  sharp  message  that  I  was  to  "come  up." 

Every  thing  was  unchanged,  and  Miss  Hav- 
isham was  alone.  "Well  ?"  said  she,  fixing  her 
eyes  npon  me.  "I  hope  yon  want  nothing? 
You'll  get  nothing." 

"No,  indeed,  Miss  Havisham.  I  only  want- 
ed you  to  know  that  I  am  doing  very  well  in  my 
apprenticeship,  and  am  always  much  obliged  to 
you." 
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"There,  there!"  with  the  old  restless  fingers. 
"  Come  now  and  then  ;  come  on  your  birthday. 
— Ay!"  she  cried  suddenly,  turning  herself  and 
her  chair  toward  me,  "you  are  looking  round 
for  Estella?     Hey?" 

I  had  been  looking  round,  in  fact,  foe  Estel- 
la; and  I  stammered  that  I  hoped  she  was  well. 
"  Abroad,"  said  Miss  Havisham ;  "  educating 
for  a  lady ;  far  out  of  reach ;  prettier  than  ever  • 
admired  by  all  who  see  her.  Do  you  feel  that 
you  have  lost  her?" 

There  was  such  a  malignant  enjoyment  in  her 
utterance  of  the  last  words,  and  she  broke  into 
snch  a  disagreeable  laugh,  that  I  was  at  a  loss 
what  to  say.  She  spared  me  the  trouble  of  con- 
sidering by  dismissing  me.  "When  the  gate 
was  closed  upon  me  by  Sarali,  of  the  walnut- 
shell  countenance,  I  felt  more  than  ever  dis- 
satisfied with  my  home  and  with  my  trade  and 
with  every  thing;  and  that  was  all  I  took  by 
that  motion. 

As  I  was  loitering  along  the  High  Street,  look- 
ing in  disconsolately  at  the  shop- windows,  and 
thinking  what  I  should  buy  if  I  were  a  gentle- 
man, who  should  come  out  of  the  book-shop  but 
Mr.  Wopsle.    Mr.  Wopsle  had  in  bis  hand  the 
affecting  tragedy  of  George  Barnwell,  in  which 
he  had  that  moment  invested  sixpence,  with  the 
view  of  heaping  every  word  of  it  on  the  head  of 
Pumblechook,  with  whom  he  was  going  to  drink 
tea.    No  sooner  did  he  see  me  than  he  appeared 
t»  consider  that  a  special  Providence  had  put  a 
•prentice  in  his  way  to  be  read  at ;  and  he  laid 
hold  of  me,  and  insisted  on  my  accompanying 
him  to  the  Pumblechookian  parlor.    As  I  knew 
it  would  be  miserable  at  home,  and  as  the  nights 
were  dark  and  the  way  was  dreary,  and  almost 
any  companionship  on  the  road  was  better  than 
none,  I  made  no  great  resistance ;  consequently 
we  turned  into  Pumblechook's  just  as  the  street 
and  the  shops  were  lighting  up. 
t  As  I  never  assisted  at  any  other  representa- 
tion of  George  Barnwell,  I  don't  know  how  long 
it  may  usually  take;  but  I  know  very  well  that  it 
took  until  past  nine  o'clock  that  night,  and  that 
when  Mr.  Wopsle  got  into  Newgate  I  thought 
he  never  would  go  to  the  scaffold,  he  became  so 
much  slower  than  at  any  former  period  of  his 
disgraceful  career.     I  thought  it  a  little  too 
much  that  he  should  complain  of  being  cut 
short  in  his  flower  after  all,  as  if  he  had  not 
been  running  to  seed,  leaf  after  leaf,  ever  since 
he  was  taken  np.     This,  however,  was  a  mere 
question  of  length  and  wearisomencss.     What 
stung  me  was  the  identification  of  the  whole 
affair  with  my  unoffending  self.     When  Barn- 
well began  to  go  wrong,  I  declare  that  I  felt 
positively  apologetic,  Pumblechook's  indignant 
stare  so  taxed  me  with  it.     Wopsle,  too,  took 
pains  to  present  me  in  the  worst  light.     At 
once  ferocious  and  maudlin,  I  was  made  to 
murder  my  uncle  with  no  extenuating  circum- 
stances whatever;  Millwood  put  me  down  in 
argument  on  every  occasion ;  it  became  sheer 
monomania  in  my  master's  daughter  to  care  a 
button  for  me ;  and  all  I  can  say  for  my  gasping 
and  procrastinating  conduct  on  the  fatal  morn- 
ing is,  that  it  was  worthy  of  the  general  feeble- 
ness of  my  character.    Even  after  I  was  happily 
hanged,  and  Wopsle  had  closed  the  book,  Pum- 
blechook sat  staring  at  me,  and  shaking  his 
head,  and  saying,  "Take  warning,  boy  I  take 
framing!"  as  if  it  were  a  well-known  fact  that, 
in  my  private  capacity,  I  contemplated  murder- 
ing a  near  relation,  provided  I  could  induce  one 
to  have  the  weakness  to  become  my  benefactor. 
It  was  a  very  dark  night  when  it  was  all  over, 
and  when  I  set  out  with  Mr.  Wopsle  on  the  walk 
home.    Beyond  town  we  found  a  heavy  mist  out, 
and  it  fell  wet  and  thick.     The  turnpike  lamp 
was  a  blur,  quite  out  of  the  lamp's  usual  place 
apparently,  and  its  rays  looked  solid  substance 
on  the  fog.     We  were  noticing  this,  and  saying 
how  that  the  mist  rose  with  a  change  of  wind 
from  a  certain  quarter  of  our  marshes,  when  we 
came  upon  a  man  slouching  under  the  lee  of  the 
turnpike  house. 

"Halloa!"  wesaid,  stopping.  "Orlick,  there?" 
"Ah!"  ho  answered,  slouching  out.     "I  was 
standing  by  a  minute,  on  the  chance  of  com- 
pany." 

"  You  are  late,"  I  remarked. 
Orlick   not  unnaturally  answered,    "Well? 
And  you're  late." 

"We  have  been,"  said  Mr.  Wopsle,  exalted 
with  his  lateperformance — "we  have  been  indulg- 
ing, Mr.  Orlick,  in  an  intellectual  evening." 

Old  Orlick  growled,  as  if  he  had  nothing  to 
say  about  that,  and  we  all  went  on  together.  I 
asked  him  presently  whether  he  had  been  spend- 
ing his  half-holiday  up  and  down  town? 

"  Yes, "  said  he,  "allofit.  I  come  in  behind 
yourself.  I  didn't  see  yon,  but  I  must  have  been 
pretty  close  behind  yon.  By-the-by  the  guns  is 
going  again." 

"At  the  Hulks?"  said  I. 
"  Ay !    There's  some  of  the  birds  flown  from 
the  cages.    The  guns  have  been  going  since 
dark,  about.    You'll  hear  one  presently." 

In  effect,  we  had  not  walked  many  yards  fur- 
ther when  the  well -remembered  boom  came 
toward  us,  deadened  by  the  mist,  and  heavily 
rolled  away  along  the  low  grounds  by  the  river, 
as  if  it  were  pursuing  and  threatening  the  fugi- 

"  A  good  night  for  cutting  off  in,**  said  Or- 
lick. "We'd  be  puzzled  how  to  bring  down  a 
jail-bird  on  the  wing  to-night." 

The  subject  was  a  suggestive  one  to  me,  and 
I  thought  about  it  in  silence.  Mr.  Wopsle,  as 
the  ill- requited  uncle  of  the  evening's  tragedy, 
fell  to  meditating  aloud  in  his  garden  at  Onrn- 
berwi.ll.  Orlick,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
ray  side.  It  was  very  dark, 
rery  muddy,  and  so  we  splashed*  along. 
Now  ami  then  the  sound  of  the  signal  cannon 
broke  upon  us  again,  and  again  rolled  sulkily 
along  the  coarse  of  the  river.  I  kept  myself  to 
nrysclf  and  my  thoughts.     Mr.  Wopsle  died 


amiably  at  Camberwcll,  and  exceedingly  game 
on  Boswonh  Field,  and  in  the  greatest  agonies 
at  Glastonbury.  Orlick  sometimes  growled, 
Beat  it  out,  beat  it  out— old  Clem!  With  a 
clink  for  the  stout— old  Clem!"  I  thought  he 
had  been  drinking,  but  he  was  not  drunk. 

Thus  we  came  to  the  village.  The  wav  by 
which  we  approached  it  took  us  past  the  Three 
Jolly  Bargemen,  which  we  were  surprised  to 
find— it  being  eleven  o^clock — in  a  state  of  com- 
motion, with  the  door  «ide  open,  and  unwonted 
lights,  that  had  been  hastily  caught  up  and  put 
down,  scattered  about.  Mr.  Wopsle  dropped  in 
to  ask  what  was  the  matter  (surmising  that  a 
convict  had  been  taken),  but  came  running  out 
in  a  great  hurry. 

"There's  something  wrong,"  said  he,  without 
stopping,  "up  at  your  place,  Pip.     Kun  all !" 

"  What  is  it  ?"  I  asked,  keeping  up  with  him. 
So  did  Orlick,  at  my  side. 

"  I  can't  quite  understand.  The  house  seems 
to  have  been  violently  entered  when  Joe  was  out. 
Supposed  by  convicts.  Somebody  has  been  at- 
tacked and  hurt." 

We  were  running  too  fast  to  admit  of  more 
being  said,  and  we  made  no  stop  until  we  got 
into  our  kitchen.  It  was  full  of  people ;  the 
whole  village  was  there,  or  in  the  yard ;  and 
there  was  a  surgeon,  and  there  was  Joe,  and 
there  were  a  group  of  women,  all  on  the  floor  in 
the  midst  of  the  kitchen.  The  unemployed  by- 
Btanders  drew  back  when  they  saw  me,  and  so  I 
became  aware  of  my  sister — lying  without  sense 
or  movement  on  the  bare  boards  where  she  had 
been  knocked  down  by  a  tremendous  blow  on 
the  back  of  the  head,  dealt  by  some  unknown 
hand  when  her  face  was  turned  toward  the  fire 
— destined  never  to  be  on  the  Ram-page  again 
while  she  was  wife  of  Joe. 
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WANTED— MEN,  WOMEN,  AND  BOYS 
in  ever?  Town,  City,  and  Village  In  the  Inited 
Bweo,  to  act  as  Agc-nts  for  the  sale  of  Sherman  &  C'o/o 
trift  Jewelry  Envelope?.  Agents  can  make  from  3  to  S 
dollars  a  day.  Being  largely  engaged  in  the  manufacture 
ot  a  superior  quality  of  Jewelry,  we  are  enabled  to  offer  to 
our  custoroeni  a  greater  variety  and  more  ral 
than  any  other  similar  establishment.  For  further  partic- 
ulars enclose  a  stajrip,  an 
Broadway,  corner  of  Barclay  street,  New  York. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 

Affections 

of  the 
Throat. 

From  the  Rev.  S.  J.  P.  Anderson, 
Pastor  of  the  Central  Chv,ch,  St. 
Law's.    UI  have  been  in  the  habit 
of  using  'Brown's  Bronchial  Troches,* 
or    Lozenges,    when    compelled    to 
epeafc   though  suffering  from  cold. 
They  are  very  beneficial  in  clearing  the  throat,  having  no  ] 
injurious  tendencies  of  any  kind.    I  can  confidently  recom- 
mend them  to  public  speakers  generally." 

"I  heartily  unite  in  the  above  commendation."  —  Rev. 
M.  Schuyler,  Rector  of  Christ  Church,  St.  Louit. 


The  only  Magazine  of  the  kind  in  the  World. 

The  American  Phrenological 

JOURNAL,  established  183S,  contains  Portraits  with  Phre- 
nological and  Biographical  Sketches  of  Distinguished  Indi- 
viduals,- Articles  on  the  Science  of  Man— considered  Phys- 
ically, Intellectually,  and  Morally.  PRACTICAL  PHRE- 
NOLOGY forms  a  leading  feature;  is  fully  explained; 
amply  illustrated  with  the  portraits  of  the  virtuous  and 
the  vicious ;  and  its  doctrines  applied  to  all  the  practical 
interests,  situations,  and  pursuits  of  mankind.  The  Laws 
of  Life  and  Health  are  clearly  defined  and  illustrated,  our 
motto  being  "A  sound  mind  in  a  healthy  body.'* 

Young  men  about  launching  forth  upon  the  activities  of 
life,  and  anxious  to  start  right,  and  understand  then- 
course,  will  find  this  Journal  a  friend  and  a  monitor,  to  en- 
courage them  in  virtue,  shield  them  from  vice,  and  to  pre- 
pare them  for  usefulness  and  success  in  life.  The  various 
occupations  will  be  discussed  in  the  light  of  Phrenology 
and  Physiology,  so  that  every  one  may  know  in  what  pur- 
suit he  would  be  most  likely  to  succeed. 

"      year,  by  FOWLER  AND  WELLS, 
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Premature 
Loss  of  the  Hair, 

Which  is  so  common  now-e-days,  may  bcrTentirely  pre- 
vented by  the  use  of  BurnetCs  Coeoaine.  It  has  been  used 
in  thousands  of  cases  where  the  hair  was  coming  out  in 
handfuls,  and  has  never  failed  to  arrest  its  decay,  and  to 
promote  a  healthy  and  vigorous  growth.  It  k,  at  the  same 
time,  unrivalled  as  a  dressing  for  the  hair.  A  single  appll- 
1  will  render  it  soft  and  glossy  for  several  days. 


SORE  CORNS   and  BUNIONS  are  really 
CURED  by  the  use  of  SWISS  CORN  PLASTER. 


IFrom  the  RoehttUr  Daily  Union  <*  Advertiser,  Dee.  20, 
ISflO.j 
Moose's  Rtjbal  fas  Ahead.— Unparalleled  Success. — 
In  a  recent  notice  of  the  Rlteal  New  Yorskb,  we  called  it 
an  "Institution,"  and  can  now  add  that  'it  is  chartered 
not  only  ia  "these  United  Stateee'n,"  but  in  Canada,  the 
Southern  Confederacy,  and  several  elsewheres.  During  the 
present  week  friend  Moobe  has  received  abundant  evi- 
dence that  his  institution  is  more  popular  than  ever  before. 
Though  ths  largest  receipts  have  been  from  Western  and 
Central  New  York,  those  from  other  States  and  Canada  are 
«  more  than  considerable."  For  example,  among  his  fa- 
vors yesterday  morning  one  remittance  from  Canada — 
made  by  H.  C.  Bingham,  Esq.,  of  Brant  Co.— contained 
four  hundred  and  eighty^x  dollars,  in  payment  for 
subscriptions  to  the  Rcral  for  1S61;  and  one  from  an 
agent  in  Erie  Co.,  Pa.,  contained  $1S1  25.  On  Christmas 
Day  two  agents  only  (both  in  Orleans  Co.,  N.  Y.),  paid  for  * 
over  seven  hundred  subscriptions  to  the  Rcbal  for  next 
year — one  of  the  li- w  amounting  to  over  five  hundred  dol- 
lars at  the  lowest  club  rates.  We  reckon  such  figures  will 
throw  even  the  metropolitan  weeklies  in  the  shade,  and 
they  certainly  demonstrate  that  Rochester  Is  the  axis  on 
which  the  rural  world  revolves. 

The  twelfth  volume  of  the  Rcbal,  commencing  Jan.  5th, 
156*1,  is  to  be  greatly  enlarged  and  improved,  rendering  it 
far  more  attractive  and  valuable.  We  need  scarcely  add 
that  Moobe' 3  Rcbal  New  Yokkzb  is  the  most  popular  and 
extensively  circulated  Rvbal,  Litekabt  axd  Familt 
Wexklt  Ne«  sr-AJ-ER  in  America — or  that  it  is  published 
by  D.  D.  T.  Moobe,  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  at  $3  per  annum, 
and  much  less  to  clubs,  for  which  liberal  Inducements  are 
offered.  The  publisher  sends  specimens,  show  bills,  in- 
ducement?, &c-,  free. 


The  Working  Parmer, 

A  large  Agricultural  Monthly  Magazine, 

(Regular  Subscription  price  $1  00  per  annum), 

Harper's  Weekly, 

For  S2  40  a  Year. 
Both  Papers  for  less  than  the  Subscrip- 
tion Price  of  One. 
The  Working  Parmer 

Is  Edited  by  PROF.  J.  J.  MAPES,  assisted  by  a  Corps 
of  Gentlemen  who  are  practically  engaged  in  conducting 
the  several  departments  upon  which  they  write. 

Vot.  13  commences  witu  Jan.  ]3T,  1861. 
Specimen  copies  cent  free  on  application. 
Remit  subscription  to 

OHAS.  V.  MAPES, 
12fl  and  128  Nassau,  and  11  Beekmon  Street, 
NemYork. 


1^0  NERVOUS  SUFFERERS  OF  BOTH 
,  i  .  i  ?\.  A  I:cliri«l  Gentleman  having  been  re- 
stored to  health  in  a  few  days  after  many  yeaS  ofGrSi 
Nervous  Suffering,  is  wUlinfto  ^WoTlKTbVleSS 
£T*J'?,.""'  "**?'.<*  »  Post-paid  directed  JtoelopTJ 
SE?; «  the  prescription  osed.  Address,  JOHN  SI.  DAO. 
NALL,  186  Fulton  Street,  Brooklyn,  nTv. 


HARPER'S 

NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZIWE 

For  February,  1861. 

CONTEXT! 
riuA™EPATWASH0E"   B!'J-Eo«»a>owxi._ {Cm 
IitcsmtiTioss.— Carson  Valley.  — An  old  Friend.— 
Holding  on  to  it — Groupings.— Honest  Miner.— A  Glo 
Fro-p^cL  —  Mount  Ophir.  —  Tro  Flowery  Diggings.- 


Boots — Snow  Slide ' 

Cisco — Heading  Extra  Bulletin. 

BE  AND  BKYOXD.—  (Concluded) 


TO  RED 

1L1X6TEAT10S8. 

of  St.  Boniface.— Fort  Garry.—  Re-idence  of  J.  1L  Harriott. 


Jean  Battiste  WUkle.—  Cathedral 

Jiarry.— Residence  of  J.  1L  Harriott. 

Lower  lort  Garry — St.  Andrew's  church— The  Kirk. 


Semmons  &  Co., 

Opticians, 

No.  689J  Broadway,  under  the  Lafargc  House,  N.  1 


TO  SHARP  BUYERS.— Watches  and  Jew- 
elry at  Panic  Prices.  Pay  only  required  after  the 
{roods  are  delivered.  Send  for  Revised  Trade  List  Ad- 
dress or  apply  to  BALISBUEY,  HUBBAPJ)  &  CO.,  65  and 
61"  Na^au  Street,  N.  V. 


River — Otter  Tiiil  City.— Buffalo  Skull. 
MORE  ABOUT  SPIDERS. 
Ii.lcbtbat.ons.— Lycoea  Gyropliora.— Nest  of  Ly«*a. 

lice? — Nest 

neus. —  C'lubiona  Agarii 

Fight—  Epeira  Fawriata — Thoridion  Migrnti 


Draeteus  and  Epeira.  —  The 


Spasmodic  Asthma. 

The  moat  severe  caves  of  this  dreadful  complaint  have 
been  cured  by  a  few  doses  of  Jonas  Whitcoml'e  Remedy 
for  Asthma,  and  in  no  instance  has  it  failed  to  give  im- 
mediate relief.  Prepared  only  by  JOSEPH  BURNETT  & 
CO. ,  Boston.   For  sale  by  all  Druggists  at  $1  00  per  bottle 


Hernia  tr  Capture.  —  t^  attention  of  per*™ 

thus  afflicted  is  earnestly  invited  to  call  and  wraniiqn 

—  WHITE'S  PATENT  LEVER  TRUSS  — 
entirely  new  in  principle  and  action,  and  is  recommended 


fitted  and  W03N.    More 
this  than  any  other  Truss 
Proprietors,  25  Bond  Street. 


Wedding'  Cards,  Notes,  &c— All  the  new  styles 

elegantly  engraved  at  EverdeH's  Old  Wedding  Card  De- 
pot, 302  Broadway.  See  the  new  Envelopes,  Satin  Tie, 
&c.     Specimens  sent  by  mail  to  all  parts  of  the  country. 

Fowlek  and  Wells,  308  Broad- 


— Mandibles  and  Eyes. — Palpi. 

SAINT  BARBARA 

BATTLE  GOSSIP. 

THE  SKATERS. 

COUSIN  MAURICE. 

A  MOST  FORTUNATE  MAN. 

THE  HAUNTED  AND  THE  HAUNTERS.    By  Sir  E. 
BtT-WKIt  LVTTO!*. 

I  I  TION.     By  Oroecr  Absold. 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP.    By  W.  M.  TuiCK- 

Chaptkb  I.  Doctor  Fell. 
Chafteb  II.  At  School  and  at  Home. 
Chapter  III.  A  Consultation. 

IixcsTRATioxB.  —  Going  Down  to  Jericho. — Doctor 
-Master  and  Pupil.— The  Skeleton  in  the  Closet 
By  Sir  E.  Bclweb  Enron. 

RUSSIAH  gentleman: 

MONTHLY  RECORD  OF  CURRENT  EVENTS. 
LITERARY  NOTICES. 
EDITOR'S  EASY  CHAIR. 
OUR  FOREIGN  BUREAU. 
EDITOR'S  DRAWER. 
LITTLE  DAUGHTER. 
IixcSTEA-nOKS.— In  haste— A  fine  Girl.— Weighing. 


tutinal. 

FASHIONS  FOR  FFBRUARY. 
Illustrations — Morning  Negligee— 


— Boy'. 
Any  Number  will  be 


EnfaoTi  Rone. 


t  by  Mail,  port-paid,  for  Twenty- 


United  States  within  3000  miles  of  New  York,  po-l-paid,  for 
Two  Dollars  per  Volume.  Complete  Sets  will  be  seat  by 
Express,  the  freight  at  the  charge  of  the  purchaser,  at  a 
Dieount  of  Twenty-five  per  Cent,  from  the  above  rate. 
Twenty-one  Volume?,  bound  uniformly,  extending  from 
Jnne,  1650,  to  November,  1S60,  are  now  ready. 

T  E  R  M  S. 

One  Copy  tot  one  Year $8  00 

Two  Copies  for  One  Year 5  00 

Three  or  more  Copies  for  One  Year  (•«*>.     2  00 
And  an  Extra  Copy,  ffnUi\  for  eccry  Club  of  Eight  Sci- 


DOCTOR  LELAND'S 

A  mi- Rheumatic  Band  permanently  cores  Rbeuma- 
tirin.  Gout,  and  Neuralgia.    Price  $2  00,     Sent  per  mail. 
Descriptive  Circular*  sent  free. 

G.  SMITH  &  CO.,  Sole  Proprietors, 


An  Elegant  Volume  of  Vocal  Duets. 

"THE  SHOWER  OP  PEARLS." 


sent  by  mail,  post-paid.     PuuUsbed  by  DiXSON  &  CO., 


ACK  NUMBERS  and  BOUND  VOL- 
UMES of  HARPER'S  WEEKLY  and  MONTH- 
LY MAGAZINE  can  always  be  had  of 

A  WENCH,  3Z0  Chestnut  Strict,  Philadelphia. 


The  Water-Cure  Journal.     t 

There  is  no  publication  in  the  world  from  which  you  can 
gain  so  much  valuable  information  relative  to  tbe  Laws  of 
life  and  Health,  as 

The  Water-Curc  Journal, 
In  it  the  true  nature  and  cause  of  disease  are  fully  and 
rationally  explained,  and  one  of  ite  principal  objects  is  to 
teach 

Bow  to  Keep  Well. 

But  H  HBM  fn'lii  BcN&ftfcTT  nftetfopa,  Of  mpBUmd  iii..--- 
voidable  cause*  do  not  enjoy  bealtb,  one  Apartment  of  the 
joowufch  ■•voted  tn-tftksM  Niatlfe  v<  tm  beabneol  ri 
diseases,  where  yon  may  learn 

How  to  Recover  Health  when  Sick. 
The  Jocrkal  is  now  in  the  fifteenth  jw  of  publica- 
tion, and  Ihourand-*  in  ev*rv  [art  of  tti    cocntr>  an-  :i..'.y 


Harper's    Weekly. 

A  First-Class  Illustrated  Family  News- 
paper. 
PRICE   FIVE   CENTS. 


TERMS. 
One  Copy  for  Twenty  Weeks 
One  Copy  for  One  Year 
One  Copy  for  Two  Y 


.  siro 
.  250 
.     400 


Twrnty-five'copW  for  One  Year        .        .  «0  (J 

narper'4  Wettty  and  Uarpo't  Mapaztne,  one  year,  *4  OB. 

Velum  L,  IL,  in-  and  IY.  ef  JUxrn'a  VTssstT. 

handsomely  bound  In  Cloth  extra,  Price  93  00  each,  are 

ready. 


■VSu-a  -omw « *i  .  r»-  *««*!«. W;  «     «-»-»  *K?«5- 


Heatta  Owen  i 

und,  a 
Cr.!rr.  Diaoocxr  sllowrd  t 

•  •  in  MatBM**n  acta 

ty-five,  a  Copy  *ill  be  aent  gratia.  Blfcrrli 
axaweacf  wtib  any  Number.  Spedmcn  Nun.' 
tcwrfy  Mjppifcd. 

tar~  CVrgynexi  and  Teachers  i 
Clc»  RATra. 

Am  HAsmt*a  Wei  k  i  t 
art) /pHrt  from  the  fnnvrei.m'. 

If AKrars  WlTXI.Y  l 


■lljllll   : 


FOWLER  AND  WELLS, 


•us  firadway,  New  Yoke. 


■iiAKPLii  d.  i!i'.</niLLs  tcaumaUk 


4S 


HARPER'S  "WEEKLY. 


[January  19,  1861. 


KAEEY'S    HORSE-TAMING. 


! 

A  fine  Subject  I 


Rarey:  The  Ditngi 


few  Other  Brutes  Mr.   Rakey's  tamed  - 
Morse-Breakers, 


Cruiser  is  becoming  rapidly  Americanized. 
he  takes  to  Straw  Drinks.     Lately,  lie 
to  Smite  like  any  other  Gentlema: 


Naturally  enough, 
has  been  frequently 


"  Say,  Esocn,  in  case  there's  a  row,  your  country  may  rely  upon 
you,  eh?" 

"Yes;  to  my  last  Red  Cent!" 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


AT   GOUPIL'S   WINDOW. 

Yotrso  Ladv.  "Charming!  How  Graceful!  What  Expre 
s  given !" 

Exquisite  {abstractedly).   "Expression?    Ya-as ;  it  docs." 

You.nb  Lady.  "It's  a  Frere ;   isn't  it?" 

Exquisite  (still  more  abstractedly).  "A  what?  A  Fwcre? 
10  ;   a  Louis  Napoleon,  First  Cla-ass." 


L°Mrn^S',IRF;    SELF-REGULATING 

BAKKlt,  SMITH  &  CO.,  No. 


line  (easpt  pond.)  lo  mil  .11  «™,  .SL^K?  SSSf 

Out  of  to*a  crtn  utwled  u< UrtfuUyua  j&toiuj 


John  B.  Dunham. 


Overstrung-  Grand 
Sqnaro  and  Up- 
right Pianos. 

Established  in  1834. 

meed  to  be  the  best  Pianos  manufactured. 

nt  warranted  5  yean*  '  Send  for  Girauar. 

and  Manufactory,  75  to  65  East  lsih 


Y.;>ch  t!ir,!iTi 

\V„r 
Street,  near  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


rj.REATCURIOSITY._Partienlarssent.free 

'—  -AscaWWWtttl,  e_W&Cw_,BW(lcfora,lIaiae. 


MEN'S    FURNISHING    GOODS. 

The  largest  and  beat  variety  in  this  country. 

Dress  Shirts  and  Collars, 

Ready  made,  and  loonier,  at  short  nouce. 

UNION  ADAMS, 

No.  637  Broadway,  KesvYork  City. 

Thorley's  Food  for  Cattle. 

Converts  the  poorest  of  hay  or  ctraw  into  a  euperio 
provender.    A  pamphlet  mailed  free.    Depot  for  TJ,  a,  2 


&c&  Advertisement., 

,  KARFEE'S  WEEKLY  &  WOBKINa  FARMER, 

Tor  $2  40  R  year. 


Patented  November  1st,  1859. 


The  measures  are 
£.  the  distance 
round  the  neck. 

B,  to  B.  tbc  yukc, 

C.  »oO.  the  sleeve. 
D.  lo  D.  distance 

around  the  hody 

under  the  armpits. 

E.  to  B.  the  length 

of  the  shirt 


Ballou's 

Patent  Improved  French  Yoke 
SHIRTS. 

Patented  November  1st,  1S59. 

A  New  Style  of  Shirt,  warranted  to  Pit. 


By  sending  the  nhove  il 
nntee  a  perfect  fit  of  our  new  style 

hy  Express  to  any  i^rt  uf  (he  United  StutcF.  ul  $1'.'.  $15, 
$1$,  $24.     ■■ 


order  fonvivnleii  for 
half-a-do/cn  Shirt1'.     Al.»o  Importers  and  Deal- 
u  MEWS  FURNISHING  GOODS. 

BALLOU  BROTHERS, 

409  Broadway,  N.  V. 

liolesiile  trade  supplied  on  the  usual  terms. 


WARDS 

PERFECT  FITTING 

SHIRTS. 


Printed  dlrectioi  menl  sent  free  cyi 

WAKD,  from  London, 

387  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


II.  WORCESTER'S 

IMPROVED    PIANO    FORTES, 

Manufactory  &  Salesroom*, 

litu  St.,  tor.  3d  Ay.,  N.  Y. 


